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PREFACE. 


VERY  slight  are  the  changes  which  mark  the  end 
of  one  month  and  the  beginning  of  another,  as  Nature 
moves  sedately  through  the  shining  pathway  of  the 
year,  and  August  seems  at  first  very  like  the  July  which 
precedes  it.  Still  there  are  differences.  The  crickets 
chirp  more  loudly;  the  locust's  note,  heard  now  and 
then  before,  becomes  persistent;  here  and  there  hang 
yellow  leaves  among  the  green ;  the  evenings  have 
lengthened,  and  sometimes  at  sunset  the  air  grows 
chill.  It  is  the  time  of  the  early  harvest,  the  golden- 
rod  lines  the  dusty  roadways,  asters  purple  the  mead- 
ows, and  the  year  is  slowly  waning. 

As  many  of  the  readers  of  "  Through  the  Year  with 
the  Poets  "  have  doubtless  observed,  its  editor  has  not 
attempted  a  compilation  of  month-poetry  solely.  The 
field  he  has  sought  to  occupy  is  a  wider  one,  and  in- 
cludes the  verse  expressing  the  relation  of  the  mind 
of  man  to  the  varying  seasons,  and  representing  the 
aspects  of  Nature  from  month  to  month.  To  carry 
out  this  design,  something  more  than  a  collection  of 
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poems  labeled  with  the  names  of  the  months  was  con- 
templated ;  and  it  is  in  pursuance  of  the  plan  adopted 
at  the  outset  that  the  reader  finds  in  the  successive 
volumes  poems  relating  to  human  joys  and  to  human 
sorrows,  to  the  flowers  and  fruits,  the  birds  and  in- 
sects, the  summer  storm  and  the  winter  gale. 

The  original  contributions  to  August  constitute  an 
important  feature  of  the  volume.  The  chord  of  the 
month  is  firmfy  struck  by  three  of  these,  —  Miss  Helen 
Gray  Cone's  "  August,"  which  appears  upon  the  title- 
page;  "  Now  August  Comes,"  by  Mr.  Clin'on  Scollard  ; 
and  "  The  Year  hath  Reached  its  Afternoon,"  by  Mr. 
Samuel  Minturn  Peck,  a  poet  of  whom  Alabama  is 
justly  proud.  "Mid-August  Midnight"  will  readily  be 
classed  among  Mrs.  Harriet  Prescott  Spofford's  finest 
efforts,  and  the  "  August  "  of  Miss  Edith  Thomas  is 
among  that  writer's  best  poems.  "  Love-in-idleness," 
by  Mrs.  Jane  Goodwin  Austin,  and  "  Dreaming  in 
Living,"  by  Mr.  William  Morton  Fullerton,  are  like- 
wise full  of  the  August  feeling;  and  "In  August,"  by 
Mr  Robert  Burns  Wilson,  the  artist-poet  of  Kentucky, 
unites  the  observation  of  the  artist  with  the  inspiration 
of  the  poet. 

To  the  various  publishers  who  have  so  kindly  given 
permission  for  the  use  of  copyright  poems,  Messrs.  D. 
Lothrop  and  Company  express  their  sincerest  thanks. 

CAMBRIDGE,  MASS.,  July  23,  1886. 
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AUGUST. 


NOW  AUGUST  COMES. 

In  dull  monotony  of  heat 

The  hazy  hills  and  lowlands  He, 
And  billow  till  they  blend  and  meet 

With  lurid  amplitudes  of  sky. 

The  locust's  shrilly  fife-note  cleaves 

The  fervid  air,  a  knife  of  sound, 
As  August  comes  with  poppy  leaves 

Around  his  swarthy  temples  bound. 

CLINTON  SCOLLARD. 


AUGUST. 


THE    YEAR  HATH  REACHED  ITS  AFTER- 
NOON. 

THE  laughing  flights  of  song  are  still 
That  charmed  the  springtide  air ; 

Down  rivulet  and  grassy  rill 

No  wayward  perfumes  fare  ; 

Upon  her  throne  Queen  August  lies 

With  languor  in  her  dreamful  eyes. 

The  idle  clouds  that  stray  the  blue 

Their  mission  now  forget ; 
A  blended  note  the  wood-doves  coo 

Of  passion  and  regret ; 
The  sparrows  flute  a  faded  tune ; 
The  year  hath  reached  its  afternoon. 

The  cricket  clears  his  dusty  throat 

To  sing  an  eerie  strain ; 
And  as  he  pipes  with  rusty  note 

Of  beauty  soon  to  wane, 
The  red  rose  trembles  on  the  tree 
With  prescience  of  the  fate  to  be. 

SAMUEL  MINTURN  PECK. 


SING  ME  A  SONG   OF  IDLE  DAYS. 

IT  IS   THE   TIME   OF  THE  LILIES. 

IT  is  the  time  of  the  lilies ; 

Look  down  in  the  garden  there, 
At  the  white  bride-blossoms  swinging 

Bloom-censers  into  the  air ; 
At  the  white  bride-blossoms  flinging 

Their  odors  into  the  air. 

The  sky  is  a  sea  of  sapphire, 

Dappled  with  purple  and  gold ; 
White  heats  from  the  heart  of  August 

Over  the  land  are  rolled ; 
White  heats  from  the  heart  of  August 

Into  the  lilies'  fold. 

•        •        •        •        • 

NORA  PERRY. 
The  Garden  of  the  Lilies. 


SING  ME  A   SONG   OF  IDLE  DA  YS. 

SING  me  a  song  of  idle  days 
When  golden  languor  is  on  the  ways, 
And  far  away,  where  the  upland  ends, 
Among  red  corn  the  reaper  bends, 
And  farther  the  faint  line  of  the  sea 
Lies  blue,  to  mind  us  our  land  is  free ! 
Sing  me  a  song  of  idle  days 
When  Love  dreams  in  a  golden  haze. 

FRANCIS  WILLIAM  BOURDILLON. 
Idle  Days. 


SUMMER  STORM,  3 

THE  STORM  HUSH. 

HAST   thou   not   marked,  when  o'er  thy  startled 

head 

Sudden  and  deep  the  thunder-peal  has  rolled, 
How,  when  its  echoes  fell,  a  silence  dead 
Sunk  on  the  wood,  the  meadow,  and  the  wold  ? 
The  rye-grass  shakes  not  on  the  sod-built  fold, 
The  rustling  aspen's  leaves  are  mute  and  still, 
The  wallflower  waves  not  on  the  ruined  hold, 
Till,  murmuring  distant  first,  then  near  and  shrill, 
The  savage  whirlwind  wakes,  and  sweeps  the  groan- 
ing hill. 

WALTER  SCOTT. 
The  Lord  of  the  Isles. 


SUMMER  STORM. 

THE  woods   grew  dark,  as   though   they  knew  no 

noon ; 

The  thunder  growled  among  the  dark  brown  hills 
And  the  thin,  wasted,  shining  summer  rills 
Grew  joyful  with  the  coming  of  the  rain, 
And  doubtfully  was  shifting  every  vane 
On  the  town  spires,  with  changing  gusts  of  wind ; 
Till  came  the  storm-blast,  furious  and  blind, 
'Tvvixt  gorges  of  the  mountains,  and  drove  back 
The  light  sea  breeze  ;  then  waxed  the  heavens  black, 
Until  the  lightning  leapt  from  cloud  to  cloud, 
With  clattering  thunder,  and  the  piled-up  crowd 
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Began  to  turn  from  steely  blue  to  grey, 
And  toward  the  sea  the  thunder  drew  away, 
Leaving  the  north  wind  blowing  steadily 
The  rain-clouds  from  Olympus ;  while  the  sea 
Seemed  mingled  with  the  low  clouds  and  the  rain : 
And  one  might  think  that  never  now  again 
The  sunny  grass  would  make  a  pleasant  bed 
For  tired  limbs. 

WILLIAM  MORRIS. 
The  Life  and  Deatfi  of  Jason. 


AUGUST. 

THE  soul  is  like  a  song-bird,  and  must  hold 
Its  silent  August,  or  its  heart  would  break ; 
From  the  hot  rushes  of  the  unruffled  lake 

No  warbler  pipes,  and  where  the  elms  enfold 

Blackbird  and  thrush,  no  music  is  outrolled ; 
They  wait  in  solitude  and  voiceless  ache, 
Till,  with  serenest  winds,  September  wake 

The  enchanted  pipes  and  winged  age  of  gold. 

So  with  the  heart,  and  therefore  blame  thou  not 
Brisk  lover,  that  thy  pensive  maid  is  mute, 
Wandering  beside  thee  with  a  downcast  air ; 

She  is  not  heedless,  nor  thy  love  forgot, 
But  passion  dons  her  dreamy  autumn  suit 
To  wake  renewed  in  beauty,  freshly  fair. 

EDMUND  WILLIAM  GOSSE. 


FHEBE.  5 

PHEBE. 

THROUGHOUT  the  slumbrous  August  days 

Between  the  south  winds  falling, 
A  sweet,  insistent  voice  I  hear ; 

Tis  "  Phebe  !  Phebe  !  "  calling. 

Tis  "  Phebe  !  Phebe  !  "  from  the  hill, 

And  "  Phebe  !  "  from  the  hollow ; 
Adown  the  meadow's  billowy  path 

Its  wistful  accents  follow. 

And  who  is  "  Phebe,"  pray  tell  me,  - 
That  you  should  seek  her  crying  ? 

Some  dainty  maid  who  scorned  your  vows 
And  would  not  heed  your  sighing  ? 

Perchance  if  you  would  curb  your  love, 

And  act  in  colder  fashion, 
Fair  Phebe's  heart  might  turn  to  you 

In  coy  and  sudden  passion. 

But  still  the  plaintive  voice  goes  on ; 

Hard-hearted  is  the  Hebe  ; 
What  cares  she  for  her  moping  love 

Who  wails  his  "  Phebe  !  Phebe  ! " 

'Tis  "  Phebe  !  Phebe  !  "  from  the  hill, 

And  "  Phebe  "  from  the  hollow  ; 
Adown  the  meadow's  billowy  path 

Its  wistful  accents  follow. 

KATHARINE  LOUISE  BROWN. 


AUGUST  LILIES. 
WHEN  AUGUST  COMES. 

ORPHEUS. 

AND  now  when  August  comes  on  thee, 

And  mid  the  golden  sea  of  corn 
The  merry  reapers  thou  mayst  see, 

Wilt  thou  still  think  the  earth  forlorn  ? 

THE   SIRENS. 

Set  flowers  on  thy  short-lived  head, 
And  in  thine  heart  forgetfulness 
Of  man's  hard  toil,  and  scanty  bread, 
And  wear)'  of  those  days  no  less. 

WILLIAM  MORRIS. 
The  Life  and  Death  of  Jason. 


AUGUST  LILIES. 

DIED  last  night  at  twelve  o'clock 

The  richest  month  of  all  the  year, 
Her  belted  grain  in  sheaf  and  shock 

Like  gold  encampments  far  and  near. 

The  rose  tree  mourns  in  spider's  crape, 
At  half  mast  stands  the  hollyhock, 

The  rock  that  five-leaved  ivies  drape 
Has  dared  to  rob  some  prince  of  Tyre 
And  wear  his  robe  of  purple  fire. 

The  lively  locust's  rattling  watch 
Is  always  busy  running  down, 
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The  cricket  sings  its  breathless  catch 
And  sunflowers  lift  the  yellow  crown. 
As  if  a  fairies'  graveyard  lent 

Its  slender  bones  to  dance  a  match, 
Cicadas's  knees  and  elbows  bent, 

In  flurries  whirl,  a  crazy  set, 

To  click  of  Moorish  castanet. 

Unto  this  August  time  has  told 

Down  thirty  perfect  days  in  rhyme, 

Unsullied  hours  a  minute  old, 
A  minute  from  celestial  clime, 
With  two  full  moons  to  shine  the  while, 

Twelve  hours  were  silver,  twelve  were  gold ; 
Five  Sabbath  mornings'  peaceful  smile 

To  light  the  radiant  weeks  along, 

With  flush  of  leaf  and  flights  of  song. 

O  Queen  of  Months,  a  splendid  dower 
Was  thine,  and  yet  thou  could'st  not  wait 

For  all  this  wealth  one  little  hour 
But  met  inevitable  fate  ! 
Broad  leaves  have  hid  all  summer  long 
A  precious  thing  beside  my  gate. 
One  after  one  each  floral  throng 

Had  perished,  but  those  leaves  still  kept 

Their  secret  as  if  something  slept. 

A  hand  has  put  those  leaves  aside, 
Lo.,  August  lilies  light  the  day  ! 


AN  AUGUST  SUNRISE. 

So  fair,  as  if  some  angel  died 

And  took  this  monumental  way ; 

So  pure,  as  if  some  singer  sweet 
Had  touched  it  with  her  lips  and  sighed 

Because  these  chaliced  lives  so  fleet, 
These  dear  Day  Lilies,  only  last 
While  each  swift  day  is  going  past. 
And  yet  why  not  ?     Why  tarry  here 

Till  dark  and  drear  November  comes 

To  play  the  Dead  March  on  its  drums 
Of  sleet,  and  freeze  the  falling  tear  ? 

BENJAMIN  FRANKLIN  TAYLOR. 


AN  AUGUST  SUNRISE. 

As  waits  with  worshiping  awe  a  Parsee,  facing 

The  eastern  skies, 
Till  his  god  come  ;  so  stand  I,  mute  and  gazing, 

To  watch  him  rise. 

Ah !  see  upon  the  dim  horizon's  margent 

A  pearly  glow, 
Where,  fused  with  night,  a  kindling  faint  and  argent 

Soars  from  below. 

It  quickens,  widens,  and  ascending  ever, 

Sends  javelins  on ; 
And  plants  on  ebon  mount  and  dusky  river 

Its  gonfalon. 
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A  shining  scimetar  is  drawn  in  heaven  : 

On  it  the  word 
In  mystic  characters  of  fire  engraven  : 

"  Allah  the  Lord !  " 

On  some  far  beach  long  rosy  surges,  breaking, 

Bear  sails  of  gold, 
Which  dip  and  fly,  their  airy  streamers  shaking, 

Fold  after  fold. 

Not  Golgos'  nor  Idalium's  buried  beaker, 

Irised  by  time, 
Displays  such  hues  as  tint  with  magic  liquor 

Yon  cup  sublime. 

The  foam  of  falls,  the  light  in  eyes  when  dying, 

The  sheen  of  shells, 
Aurora's  footprint  shall  surpass,  defying 

All  lustre  else. 

With  burnished  rods  of  gold,  day's  heralds  clearing, 

And  making  room, 
Proclaim  to  earth  and  heaven  his  swift  appearing, 

Whose  loss  is  doom. 

They  hang  their  banderoles  on  azure  highlands 

And  cloudy  knolls  ; 
While  a  dim  music  thrills  the  attentive  silence, 

As  on  it  rolls. 

The  small  birds  hear  it,  and  in  slumberous  dreaming 
Begin  to  sing, 
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Till  Nature  feels  the  pulsing  glory  streaming 
Through  every  thing. 

The  vassal  earth  stirs ;  and  the  gentle  breezes, 

Which  are  its  breath, 
Lift  from  its  heart  the  stupor  that  releases 

From  night-long  death. 

Kneel  ye  in  homage  ;  swing  your  censers,  flowers  ! 

In  welcoming, 
To  him  who  is  your  sovereign  and  ours ; 

For,  lo !  the  King ! 

THOMAS  GOLD  APPLETON 


MORNING  IN  AUGUST. 

FRAGRANT  odor  of  the  dawn, 
Sweet  incense  to  waking  souls, 

While  the  fresh  dew  spreads  the  lawn, 
And  your  spirit  day  controls, 

Let  me,  underneath  this  tree 

Standing,  be  possessed  of  thee. 

See  the  robin  in  a  dream 

Poising  on  a  grassy  bank  ; 
Hear,  beneath,  the  singing  stream, 

In  a  meadow  dewy-dank  ; 
See  the  mother-pearly  tips 
Of  the  pink-white  sorrel's  lips. 


AN  AUGUST  NOON.  1 1 

Now  adown  the  hilly  slope 

Like  a  father  steps  the  sun, 
And  the  pretty  blossoms  ope 

Wide  their  eyelids,  one  by  one ; 
And  they  seem  to  stir  and  say 
Lisped  prayers  unto  the  day. 

He  who  sleeps  at  dawn  is  dead 
To  more  wonders  than  he  knows ; 

Let  me  forth  and  early  tread 
Where  the  sunlit  water  flows, 

Where  the  elm  at  dewy  dawn 

Flings  his  shadow  down  the  lawn. 

Let  me  feel,  and  yet  be  still ; 

Let  me  take,  and  yet  not  give ; 
Drink,  till  I  have  drunk  my  fill ; 

Then  anew  go  forth  and  live. 
Man  has  little  honeyed  pleasure 
Unmixed  in  his  manhood's  measure. 

JAMES  HERBERT  MORSE. 


AN  AUGUST  NOON. 

HIGH  summer  noon  !     Yon  crow,  of  all  his  kind, 
Stands  indefatigably  impudent, 
A  vigilant  scout  upon  a  battlement 

Of  his  vast  fortress.     Underneath  him  wind 
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The  water-courses,  —  open,  unconfined 
To  his  down-peering  eye.     Improvident 
The  bare  fields  lie  in  swart  abandonment ; 

The  hills  their  tresses  thoughtlessly  unbind 

Of  fluent  silver,  carelessly  displayed ; 
And  all  the  pastures,  in  their  morn  attire 

Of  flowery  robes  most  gorgeously  arrayed, 
Shrink  now  too  late  before  the  noonday's  fire. 

Thus  unthrift  earth  her  dainty  bosom  bares, 

And  on  her  nakedness  heaven's  bold  eye  stares. 

JAMES  HERBERT  MORSE. 


AN  AUGUST  TWILIGHT. 

Now,  while  the  evening  mists  above  the  ground 

Rise  shoulder-high,  and  spread  with  swift  increase, 
How  stealthily  the  twilight  steals  around, 

Infolding  all  in  the  sweet  zone  of  peace  ! 
One  white  star  blinks  beside  the  calm-faced  moon, 

And  one  above  the  bar  of  silver)'  grey 
Within  the  west,  which,  slowly  narrowing,  soon 

Shows  like  a  chink  in  the  closed  doors  of  day. 
And,  as  for  love  of  these,  one  passionate  bird 

Pours  forth  a  passionate  song  so  sad  and  sweet 
From  the  near  dewy  brake.     The  leaves  are  stirred 

With  the  faint  pulsing  airs  that  only  beat, 
And  do  not  blow ;  while  some  sad  dog's  deep  bay 
Goes  o'er  the  fields  across  the  night  away. 

J.  DAWSON. 
Chamber's  Journal. 
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AN  AUGUST  SERENADE. 

COME  out  to  the  side  of  the  sea,  my  love, 

Come  out  to  the  side  of  the  sea ; 
The  sun  is  set,  and  the  stars  are  met, 

And  the  winds  and  the  waves  agree ; 
But  star  so  bright  nor  wave  so  light 

Brings  pleasure  or  peace  to  me. 

0  come,  for  I  sit  and  wait,  alone, 

On  the  rocks  by  the  side  of  the  sea ! 

1  am  going  down  in  my  memory 
To  the  blessed  long  ago, 

When  the  golden  ground  of  the  buttercups 

Was  dashed  with  the  daisies'  snow. 
And  I'm  thinking  of  all  you  said  to  me, 

And  if  it  were  true  or  no, 
While  I  watch  the  tide  as  it  runs  away 

From  the  beach  so  black  and  low. 

If  I  should  die,  my  love,  my  sweet, 

Die  of  your  smile  forlorn, 
Bury  me  here  by  the  side  of  the  sea, 

Where  all  my  joy  was  born. 
Where  the  waves  shall  make  my  lullaby, 

And  the  winds  from  night  to  morn 
Shall  say  to  the  rocks,  "  He  has  gone  to  sleep 

Where  all  his  joy  was  born." 

ALICE  GARY. 
A  Lover's  Diary. 
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A   NIGHT  IN  AUGUST. 

How  softly  comes  the  summer  wind 

At  evening  o'er  the  hill, 
Forever  murmuring  of  thee 

When  busy  crowds  are  still : 
The  wayside  flowers  seem  to  guess 
And  whisper  of  my  happiness. 

The  jasmine  twines  her  snowy  stars 

Into  a  fairer  wreath  ; 
The  lily  lifts  her  proud  tiars 

More  royally  beneath ; 
The  snowdrop  with  her  fairy  bells, 
In  silver  time,  the  story  tells. 

Through  all  the  dusk  and  dewy  hours, 

The  banded  stars  above, 
Are  singing,  in  their  airy  towers, 

The  melodies  of  love  ; 
And  clouds  of  shadowy  silver  fly 
All  night,  like  doves,  athwart  the  sky. 

Fair  Dian  lulls  the  throbbing  stars 

Into  Elysian  dreams  ; 
And,  rippling  through  my  lattice  bars, 

Her  brooding  glory  streams 
Around  me,  like  the  golden  shower 
That  rained  through  Danae's  guarded  tower. 

And  when  the  waning  moon  doth  glide 
Into  the  valleys  grey, 


AUGUST.  15 

When,  like  the  music  of  a  dream, 

The  night  wind  dies  away, 
When  all  the  wayside  flowers  have  furled 
Their  wings,  with  morning  dews  impearled, 

A  low,  bewildering  harmony 

Seems  murmuring  in  my  ear,  — 
Tones  such  as  in  the  twilight  wood, 

The  aspen  thrills  to  hear, 
When  Faunus  slumbers  on  the  hill, 
And  all  the  entranced  boughs  are  still. 

MRS.  SARAH  HELEN  [POWER]  WHITMAN. 


AUGUST. 

SILENCE  again.     The  glorious  symphony 

Hath  need  of  pause  and  interval  of  peace. 

Some  subtle  signal  bids  all  sweet  sounds  cease, 
Save  hum  of  insects'  aimless  industry. 
Pathetic,  summer  seeks  by  blazonry 

Of  color  to  conceal  her  swift  decrease. 

Weak  subterfuge  !     Each  mocking  day  doth  fleece 
A  blossom  and  lay  bare  her  poverty. 
Poor,  middle-aged  summer  !     Vain  this  show ! 

Whole  fields  of  goldenrod  cannot  offset 

One  meadow  with  a  single  violet ; 
And  well  the  singing  thrush  and  lily  know, 

Spite  of  all  artifice  which  her  regret 
Can  deck  in  splendid  guise,  their  time  to  go  ! 

MRS.  HELEN  MARIA  [FISKE]  [HUNT]  JACKSON. 
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AN  AUGUST  PASTORAL. 

DEAD  is  the  air,  and  still !  the  leaves  of  the  locust 
and  walnut 

Lazily  hang  from  the  boughs,  inlaying  their  intricate 
outlines 

Rather  on  space  than  the  sky,  —  on  a  tideless  ex- 
pansion of  slumber. 

Faintly  afar  in  the  depths  of  the  duskily  withering 
grasses 

Katydids  chirp,  and  I  hear  the  monotonous  rattle  of 
crickets. 

Over  the  tasseled  corn,  and  fields  of  the  twice-blos- 
somed clover, 

Dimly  the  hills  recede  in  the  reek  of  the  colorless 
hazes  : 

Dull  and  lustreless,  now,  the  burnished  green  of  the 
woodlands ; 

Leaves  of  blackberry  briers  are  bronzed  and  be- 
sprinkled with  copper ; 

Weeds  in  the  unmown  meadows  are  blossoming  pur- 
ple and  yellow, 

Roughly  entwined,  a  wreath  for  the  tan  and  wrinkles 
of  summer. 

Where  shall  I  turn  ?  What  path  attracts  the  indif- 
ferent footstep, 

Eager  no  more  as  in  June,  nor  lifted  with  wings  as 
in  Maytime  ? 

Whitherward  look  for  a  goal,  when  buds  have  ex- 
hausted their  promise, 
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Harvests  are   reaped,  and   grapes  and  berries  are 

waiting  for  autumn  ? 
Wander,  my  feet,  as  ye  list !     I  am  careless,  to-day, 

to  direct  you ; 
Take,  here,  the  path  by  the  pines,  the  russet  carpel 

of  needles 
Stretching   from  wood   to  wood,  and   hidden  from 

sight  by  the  orchard  ! 
Here,  in  the  sedge  of  the  slope,  the  centuary,  pink 

as  a  seashell, 
Opens   her  stars  all   at   once,  and  with  finer  than 

tropical  spices 
Sweetens  the  barren  aridity,  —  censer  of  fields  that 

are  sterile. 

Now,  from  the  height  of  the  grove,  between  the  ir- 
regular tree  trunks, 
Over  the  falling  fields  and  the  meadowy  curves  of 

the  valley, 
Glimmer  the  peaceful  farms,  the  mossy  roofs  of  the 

houses, 
Gables  grey  of  the  neighboring  barns,  and  gleams 

of  the  highway 
Climbing  the  ridges  beyond  to  dip  in  the  dream  of 

a  forest. 

Here  are  the  fields  again  !     The  soldierly  maize  in 

tassel 
Stands  on  review,  and  carries  the  scabbarded  ears 

in  its  armpits. 
Rustling  I   part  the   ranks,  —  the    close,  engulfing 

battalions 
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Shaking  their  plumes  overhead,  —  and,  wholly  be- 
wildered and  heated, 

Gain  the  top  of  the  ridge,  where  stands,  colossal, 
the  pin-oak. 

Lo  !  in  the  vapors,  the  sun,  colossal  and  crimson  and 

beamless, 
Touches  the  woodland;   ringers  of  air  prepare  for 

the  dewfall. 

BAYARD  TAYLOR. 


THISTLES. 

You  know  how  we  followed  this  path  last  year, 

When  the  wintry  tempests  beat  ? 
The  snowy  landscape  was  sad  and  drear, 
The  sea  was  pallid  with  cold  and  fear, 
The  wind  was  bitter,  and  far  and  near 

Was  sifting  the  rattling  sleet,  beloved, 

The  cruel  and  pitiless  sleet ! 

But  now,  dear  love,  is  the  summer's  reign, 

And  the  thistles  wound  our  feet ; 
We  seek  escape  from  their  thorns  in  vain, 
And  climb  the  hillside  with  toil  and  pain, 
Yet  knowing  and  saying  again  and  again 

That  thistles  are  kinder  than  sleet,  beloved, 

Thistles  are  kinder  than  sleet ! 

MRS.  ELIZABETH  ANN  [CHASE]  [AKERS]  ALLEN. 
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BEFORE  A    SPIKE   OF  LILIES. 

MY  soul  hath  dwelt  among  them  all  the  day, 
Drinking  the  saintly  fragrance  from  each  cup, 

Minded  of  those  as  beautiful  as  they, 

Whose  lives  for  truth  were  sweetly  yielded  up. 

While  hand  and  foot  are  busy  with  their  own, 
White-winged  rapture  overspreads  my  soul, 

Low-flying,  earth-soiled  thought  afar  hath  flown, 
I  catch  the  glory  of  an  aureole. 

Speech  gives  but  feeble  birth  to  many  things, 
Without  a  hint  of  life,  some  leave  her  womb, 

But  art  is  strong  and  into  light  she  brings, 
What  might  in  language  only  find  a  tomb. 

Could  I  from  Gabriel's  face  expression  steal, 
While  kneeling  with  his  lilies  and  "All  hail "  ! 

My  rapt,  uplooking  spirit  could  reveal 
The  holy  passion  that  my  words  but  veil. 

CHARLOTTE  FISKE  BATES. 


O   SUMMERTIME. 

(VILLANELLE.) 

O  SUMMERTIME,  so  passing  sweet, 

But  heavy  with  the  breath  of  flowers, 
But  languid  with  the  fervent  heat, 
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They  chide  amiss  who  call  thee  fleet, 

Thee,  with  thy  weight  of  daylight  hours, 
O  summertime,  so  passing  sweet ! 

Young  summer,  thou  art  too  replete, 

Too  rich  in  choice  of  joys  and  powers, 
But  languid  with  the  fervent  heat. 

Adieu !  my  face  is  set  to  meet 

Bleak  winter  with  his  pallid  showers, 
O  summertime,  so  passing  sweet ! 

Old  winter  steps  with  swifter  feet, 

He  lingers  not  in  wayside  bovvers, 
He  is  not  languid  with  the  heat ; 

His  rounded  day,  a  pearl  complete, 

Gleams  on  the  unknown  night  that  lowers ; 
O  summertime,  so  passing  sweet, 
But  languid  with  the  fervent  heat ! 

MRS.  EMILY  [DAVIS]  PFEIFFER. 


A    DOUBLE  BALLADE    OF  AUGUST. 

ALL  Afric,  winged  with  death  and  fire, 
Pants  in  our  pleasant  English  air. 
Each  blade  of  grass  is  tense  as  wire, 
And  all  the  wood's  loose  trembling  hair 
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Stark  in  the  broad  and  breathless  glare 
Of  hours  whose  touch  wastes  herb  and  tree. 
This  bright  sharp  death  shines  everywhere  ; 
Life  yearns  for  solace  toward  the  sea. 

Earth  seems  a  corpse  upon  the  pyre  ; 
The  sun,  a  scourge  for  slaves  to  bear. 
All  power  to  fear,  all  keen  desire, 
Lies  dead  as  dreams  of  days  that  were 
Before  the  newborn  world  lay  bare 
In  heaven's  wide  eye,  whereunder  we 
Lie  breathless  till  the  season  spare : 
Life  yearns  for  solace  toward  the  sea. 

Fierce  hours,  with  ravening  fangs  that  tire 
On  spirit  and  sense,  divide  and  share 
The  throbs  of  thoughts  that  scarce  respire, 
The  throes  of  dreams  that  scarce  forbear 
One  mute  immitigable  prayer 
For  cold  perpetual  sleep  to  be 
Shed  snow-like  on  the  sense  of  care, 
Life  yearns  for  solace  toward  the  sea. 

The  dust  of  ways  where  men  suspire 
Seems  even  the  dust  of  death's  dim  lair. 
But  though  the  feverish  days  be  dire 
The  sea  wind  rears  and  cheers  its  fair 
Blithe  broods  of  babes  that  here  and  there 
Make  the  sands  laugh  and  glow  for  glee 
With  gladder  flowers  than  gardens  wear. 
Life  yearns  for  solace  toward  the  sea. 
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The  music  dies  not  off  the  lyre 
That  lets  no  soul  alive  despair. 
Sleep  strikes  not  dumb  the  breathless  choir 
Of  waves  whose  note  bids  sorrow  spare. 
As  glad  they  sound,  as  fast  they  fare, 
As  when  fate's  word  first  set  them  free 
And  gave  them  light  and  night  to  wear. 
Life  yearns  for  solace  toward  the  sea. 

For  there,  though  night  and  day  conspire 
To  compass  round  with  toil  and  snare 
And  changeless  whirl  of  change,  whose  gyre 
Draws  all  things  earthwards  unaware, 
The  spirit  of  life  they  scourge  and  scare, 
Wild  waves  that  follow  on  waves  that  flee 
Laugh,  knowing  that  yet,  though  earth  despair, 
Life  yearns  for  solace  toward  the  sea. 

ALGERNON  CHARLES  SWINBURNE. 


A  UGUST. 

THE  sixth  was  August,  being  rich  arrayed 
In  garment  all  of  gold  down  to  the  ground ; 
Yet  rode  he  not,  but  led  a  lovely  maid 
Forth  by  the  lily  hand,  the  which  was  crowned 
With  ears  of  corn,  and  full  her  hand  was  found  : 
That  was  the  righteous  Virgin,  which  of  old 
Lived  here  on  eartht  and  plenty  made  abound. 

EDMUND  SPENSER. 

The  Faerie  Queene. 


WATER  LILIES  AT  SUNSET.  2$ 

WATER  LILIES  AT  SUNSET. 

MINE  eyes  have  seen  when  once  at  sunset  hour 
White  lily  flocks  that  edged  a  lonely  lake 
All  rose  and  sank  upon  the  lifting  swell 
That  swayed  their  long  stems  lazily,  and  lapped 
Their  floating  pads  and  stirred  among  the  leaves. 
And  when  the  sun  from  western  gates  of  day 
Poured  colored  flames,  they,  kissed  to  ruddy  shame, 
So  blushed  through  snowy  petals,  that  they  glowed 
Like  roses  morning-blown  in  dewy  bowers, 
When  garden  walks  lie  dark  with  early  shade. 
That  so  their  perfumed  chalices  were  brimmed 
With  liquid  glory  till  they  overflowed 
And  spilled  rich  lights  and  purple  shadows  out, 
That  splashed  the  pool  with  gold,  and  stained  its 

waves 

In  tints  of  violet  and  ruby  blooms. 
But  when  the  flashing  gem  that  lit  the  day 
Dropped  in  its  far  blue  casket  of  the  hills, 
The  rainbow  paintings  faded  from  the  mere, 
The  wine-dark  shades  grew  black,  the  gilding  dimmed, 
While  paling  slow  through  tender  amber  hues, 
The  crimson  lilies  blanched  to  coldest  white, 
And  wanly  shivered  in  the  evening  breeze. 
When  twilight  closed,  —  when  earliest  dewdrops  fell 
All  frosty-chill  died  down  their  golden  hearts, 
They  shrank  at  that  still  touch,  as  maidens  shrink, 
When  love's  first  footstep  frights  with  sweet  alarms 
The  untrod  wildness  of  their  virgin  breasts ; 
Then  shut  their  ivory  cups,  and  dipping  low 
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Their  folded  beauties  in  the  gloomy  wave, 

They  nodded  drowsily  and  heaved  in  sleep. 

But  sweeter  far  than  summer  dreams  at  dawn, 

Their  mingled  breaths  from  out  the  darkness  stole, 

Across  the  silent  lake,  the  winding  shores, 

The  shadowy  hills  that  rose  in  lawny  slopes, 

The    marsh    among   whose    reeds    the    wild    fowl 

screamed, 

And  dusky  woodlands  where  the  night  came  down. 

HENRY  AUGUSTIN  BEERS. 


EARLY  GOLDENROD. 

IN  the  first  drowsy  heat  of  August  noon, 

Ere  yet  the  pastures  are  embrowned  and  dry, 
Or  yet  the  swallow  breathes  her  parting  sigh, 

Under  the  red  sun  and  the  crimson  moon, 
Greeting  us  all  too  soon, 

Comes  the  plumed  goldenrod  with  flaunting  train, 
And  lifts  her  yellow  head  along  the  way 
Where  sweet  wild  roses  bloomed  but  yesterday, 

And  foamy  daisies  nodded  in  disdain 
At  July  sun  and  rain. 

With  thy  approach  the  year  seems  waxing  late, 
And  yet  its  ripest  fulness  is  not  come  ; 
Far  off  we  scarce  can  hear  the  "  Harvest  Home," 

The  apple-pickers  loiter  at  the  gate, 

Well-pleased  with  maids  to  wait. 
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When  I  the  sunshine  of  thy  bloom  behold, 

And  pluck  and  bear  thee  home  with  fond  caress, 
I  am  the  richer  for  thy  lavishness. 
Thy  Midas  touch  hath  turned  the  land  to  gold 
For  me  to  have  and  hold. 

MRS.  ABBIE  FRANCES  [FISKE]  JUDD. 


MUSIC  IN  NATURE. 

FAR,  far  a.way,  in  fields  of  waving  gold, 
I  hear  the  tassels'  rustling  symphonies, 

While  myriad  insect  orchestras  unfold 
Their  rasping  medleys  in  the  apple  trees. 

In  seas  of  creamy  clover,  white  and  pink, 
Hum  tippling  bees,  all  drowsy  with  perfume  ; 

And,  in  the  orchard,  one  wild  bobolink 

Breaks  the  repose  of  twilight's  dreamy  gloom. 

The  wind  wakes  solos  in  the  sombre  pine, 

Upon  the  hillside  desolate  and  lone  ; 
And,  in  the  wood,  through  labyrinths  of  vine, 

Is  heard  the  brooklet's  lisping  monotone, 

Which  mossy  caverns,  echoing,  repeat ; 

While  o'er  my  soul,  in  tender  changes,  flows  — 
Murmurous,  melodious,  and  strangely  sweet  — 

The  subtle  music  no  musician  knows. 

RICHARD  KENDALL  MUNKITTRICK. 
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AUGUST. 

THERE  were  four  apples  on  the  bough, 
Half  gold,  half  red,  that  one  might  know 
The  blood  was  ripe  inside  the  core ; 
The  color  of  the  leaves  was  more 
Like  stems  of  yellow  corn  that  grow 
;  Through  all  the.gold  June  meadow's  floor. 

The  warm  smell  of  the  fruit  was  good 
To  feed  on,  and  the  split  green  wood, 
With  all  its  bearded  lips  and  stains 
Of  mosses  in  the  cloven  veins, 
Most  pleasant,  if  one  lay  or  stood 
In  sunshine  or  in  happy  rains. 

There  were  four  apples  on  the  tree, 

Red  stained  through  gold,  that  all  might  see 

The  sun  went  warm  from  core  to  rind ; 

The  green  leaves  made  the  summer  blind 

In  that  soft  place  they  kept  for  me 

With  golden  apples  shut  behind. 

The  leaves  caught  gold  across  the  sun, 
And  where  the  bluest  air  begun, 
Thirsted  for  song  to  help  the  heat ; 
As  I  to  feel  my  lady's  feet 
Draw  close  before  the  day  were  done  : 
Both  lips  grew  dry  with  dreams  of  it. 

In  the  mute  August  afternoon 
They  trembled  to  some  undertune 


AUGUST.  27 

Of  music  in  the  silver  air : 
Great  pleasure  was  it  to  be  there 
Till  green  turned  duskier,  and  the  moon 
Colored  the  corn-sheaves  like  gold  hair. 

That  August  time  it  was  delight 

To  watch  the  red  moons  wane  to  white 

'Twixt  grey  seamed  stems  of  apple  trees  : 

A  sense  of  heavy  harmonies 

Grew  on  the  growth  of  patient  night, 

More  sweet  than  shape  n  music  is. 

But  some  three  hours  before  the  moon 
The  air,  still  eager  from  the  noon, 
Flagged  after  heat,  not  wholly  dead ; 
Against  the  stem  I  leant  my  head ; 
The  color  soothed  me  like  a  tune, 
Green  leaves  all  round  the  gold  and  red. 

I  lay  there  till  the  warm  smell  grew 
More  sharp,  when  flecks  of  yellow  dew 
Between  the  round  ripe  leaves  had  blurred 
The  rind  with  stain  and  wet ;  I  heard 
A  wind  that  blew  and  breathed  and  blew, 
Too  weak  to  alter  its  one  word. 

The  wet  leaves  next  the  gentle  fruit 
Felt  smoother,  and  the  brown  tree-root 
Felt  the  mold  warmer :  I,  too,  felt 
(As  water  feels  the  slow  gold  melt 
Right  through  it  when  the  day  burns  mute) 
The  peace  of  time  wherein  love  dwelt. 
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There  were  four  apples  on  the  tree, 
Gold  stained  on  red,  that  all  might  see 
The  sweet  blood  filled  them  to  the  core : 
The  color  of  her  hair  is  more 
Like  stems  of  fair  faint  gold,  that  be 
Mown  from  the  harvest's  middle-floor. 

ALGERNON  CHARLES  SWINBURNE. 
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Go,  for  they  call  you,  shepherd,  from  the  hill ; 
Go,  shepherd,  and  untie  the  wattled  cotes ! 
No  longer  leave  thy  wistful  flock  unfed, 
Nor  let  thy  bawling  fellows  rack  their  throats, 
Nor  the  cropped  grasses  shoot  another  head ; 

But  when  the  fields  are  still, 
And  the  tired  men  and  dogs  all  gone  to  rest, 
And  only  the  white  sheep  are  sometimes  seen 
Cross  and  recross  the  strips  of  moon-blanched 

green, 
Come,  shepherd,  and  again  renew  the  quest ! 

Here,  where  the  reaper  was  at  work  of  late, 
In  this  field's  dark  corner,  where  he  leaves 

His  coat  and  basket,  and  his  earthen  cruse, 
And  in  the  sun  all  morning  binds  the  sheaves, 
Then  here,  at  noon,  comes  back  his  stores  to 

use,  — 
Here  will  I  sit  and  wait, 
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While  to  my  ear  from  uplands  far  away 
The  bleating  of  the  folded  flocks  is  borne, 
With  distant  cries  of  reapers  in  the  corn,  — 

All  the  live  murmur  of  a  summer's  day. 

Screened  is  this  nook  o'er  the  high,  half-reaped  field, 
And  here,  till  sundown,  shepherd,  will  I  be. 

Through  the  thick  corn  the  scarlet  poppies  peep, 
And  round  green  roots  and  yellowing  stalks  I  see 
Pale  blue  convolvulus  in  tendrils  creep  ; 

And  air-swept  lindens  yield 
Their  scent,    and    rustle    down   their   perfumed 

showers 

Of  bloom  on  the  bent  grass  where  I  am  laid, 
And  bower  me  from  the  August  sun  with  shade  ; 
And  the  eye  travels  down  to  Oxford's  towers. 

MATTHEW  ARNOLD. 

The  Scholar  Gipsy. 


A   SUMMER  DAY. 

AT  daybreak  in  the  fresh  light,  joyfully 
The  fishermen  drew  in  their  laden  net ; 

The  shore  shone  rosy  purple  and  the  sea 
Was  streaked  with  violet ; 

And  pink  with  sunrise,  many  a  shadowy  sail 
Lay  southward,  lighting  up  the  sleeping  bay ; 
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And  in  the  west  the  white  moon,  still  and  pale, 
Faded  before  the  day. 

Silence  was  everywhere.     The  rising  tide 
Slowly  filled  every  cove  and  inlet  small ; 

A  musical  low  whisper,  multiplied, 
You  heard,  and  that  was  all. 

At  noon  the  wind  rose,  swept  the  glassy  sea 
To  sudden  ripple,  thrust  against  the  clouds 

A  strenuous  shoulder,  gathering  steadily 
Drove  them  before  in  crowds  ; 

Till  all  the  west  was  dark,  and  inky  black 

The  level-ruffled  water  underneath, 
And  up  the  wind-cloud  tossed,  —  a  ghostly  rack, 

In  many  a  ragged  wreath. 

Then  sudden  roared  the  thunder,  a  great  peal 
Magnificent,  that  broke  and  rolled  away ; 

And  down  the  wind  plunged,  like  a  furious  keel, 
Cleaving  the  sea  to  spray ; 

And  brought  the  rain  sweeping  o'er  land  and  sea. 

And  then  was  tumult !     Lightning  sharp  and  keen, 
Thunder,  wind,  rain,  —  a  mighty  jubilee 

The  heaven  and  earth  between  ! 

Loud  the  roused  ocean  sang,  a  chorus  grand ; 
A  solemn  music  rolled  in  undertone 
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Of  waves  that  broke  about  on  either  hand 
The  little  island  lone  ; 

Where,  joyful  in  His  tempest  as  His  calm, 
Held  in  the  hollow  of  that  hand  of  His, 

I  joined  with  heart  and  soul  in  God's  great  psalm, 
Thrilled  with  a  nameless  bliss. 

Soon  lulled  the  wind,  the  summer  storm  soon  died; 

The  shattered  clouds  went  eastward,  drifting  slow, 
From  the  low  sun  the  rain-fringe  swept  aside, 

Bright  in  his  rosy  glow, 

And  wide  a  splendor  streamed  through  all  the  sky; 

O'er  sea  and  land  one  soft,  delicious  blush, 
That  touched  the  grey  rocks,  lightly,  tenderly; 

A  transitory  flush. 

Warm,  odorous  gusts  blew  off  the  distant  land, 
With   spice    of   pine-woods,  breath   of   hay  new- 
mown, 

O'er  miles  of  waves  and  sea-scents  cool  and  bland, 
Full  in  our  faces  blown. 

Slow  faded  the  sweet  light,  and  peacefully 
The  quiet  stars  came  out,  one  after  one  : 

The  holy  twilight  fell  upon  the  sea, 
The  summer  day  was  done. 

MRS   CELT  A  [LAIGHTON]  THAXTER. 


32  AUGUST. 

EAST  LONDON. 

'TWAS  August,  and  the  fierce  sun  overhead 

Smote  on  the  squalid  streets  of  Bethnal  Green, 
And  the  pale  weaver,  through  his  windows  seen 

In  Spitalfields,  looked  thrice  dispirited. 

I  met  a  preacher  there  I  knew,  and  said, 

"111  and  o'erworked,  how  fare  you  in  this  scene  ? " 
"  Bravely  !  "  said  he,  "  for  I  of  late  have  been 

Much  cheered  with  thoughts   of   Christ,  the  living 
bread." 

O  human  soul !  as  long  as  thou  canst  so 
Set  up  a  mark  of  everlasting  light, 

Above  the  howling  senses'  ebb  and  flow, 

To  cheer  thee,  and  to  right  thee  if  thou  roam,  — 
Not  with  lost  toil  thou  laborest  through  the  night ! 

Thou  mak'st   the   heaven   thou   hop'st   indeed   thy 
home. 

MATTHEW  ARNOLD. 


AUGUST. 

ACROSS  the  gap  made  by  our  English  hinds, 

Amidst  the  Roman's  handiwork,  behold 

Far-off  the  long-roofed  church ;  the  shepherd  binds 

The  withy  round  the  hurdles  of  his  fold; 

Down  in  the  foss  the  river  fed  of  old, 

That  through  long  lapse  of  time  has  grown  to  be 

The  little  grassy  valley  that  you  see. 
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Rest  here  awhile,  not  yet  the  eve  is  still, 

The  bees  are  wandering  yet,  and  you  may  hear 

The  barley  mowers  on  the  trenched  hill, 

The  sheepbells,  and  the  restless  changing  weir, 

All  little  sounds  made  musical  and  clear 

Beneath  the  sky  that  burning  August  gives, 

While  yet  the  thought  of  glorious  summer  lives. 

Ah,  love  !  such  happy  days,  such  days  as  these, 
Must  we  still  waste  them,  craving  for  the  best, 
Like  lovers  o'er  the  painted  images 
Of    those   who    once    their  yearning    hearts    have 

blessed  ? 

Have  we  been  happy  on  our  day  of  rest  ? 
Thine  eyes  say  "yes,"  —  but  if  it  "came  again, 
Perchance  its  ending  would  not  seem  so  vain. 

WILLIAM  MORRIS. 
The  Earthly  Paradise. 


SUNDAY  IN  DROWSIETOWN. 

.  .  .  ON  the  seventh  day 
Toil's  low  murmur  dies  away ; 
All  is  hushed  save  drowsy  din 
Of  the  wagons  rolling  in, 
Drawn  amid  the  plenteous  meads 
By  small  fat  and  sleepy  steeds. 
Folk  with  faces  fresh  as  fruit 
Sit  therein  or  trudge  afoot, 
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Brightly  dressed  for  all  to  see, 
In  their  seventh-day  finery. 

Drowsy  in  the  summer  day 
In  the  meetinghouse  sit  they ; 
Mid  the  high-backed  pews  they  doze, 
Like  bright  garden  flowers  in  rows ; 
And  old  Parson  Pendon,  big 
In  his  gown  and  silvered  wig, 
Drones  above  in  periods  fine 
Sermons  like  old  flavored  wine, 
Crusted  well  with  keeping  long 
In  the  darkness,  and  not  strong. 
O  !  so  drowsily  he  drones 
In  his  rich  and  sleepy  tones, 
While  the  great  door,  swinging  wide, 
Shows  the  bright  green  street  outside, 
And  the  shadows  as  they  pass 
On  the  golden  sunlit  grass. 
Then  the  mellow  organ  blows, 
And  the  sleepy  music  flows, 
And  the  folk  their  voices  raise 
In  old  unctuous  hymns  of  praise, 
Fit  to  reach  some  ancient  god 
Half  asleep  with  drowsy  nod. 
Deep  and  lazy,  clear  and  low, 
Doth  the  oily  organ  grow. 
Then  with  sudden  golden  cease 
Comes  a  silence  and  a  peace  ; 
Then  a  murmur,  all  alive, 
As  of  bees  within  a  hive  ; 
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And  they  swarm  with  quiet  feet 
Out  into  the  sunny  street ; 
There,  at  hitching-post  and  gate 
Do  the  steeds  and  wagons  wait. 
Drawn  in  groups,  the  gossips  talk, 
Shaking  hands  before  they  walk ; 
Maids  and  lovers  steal  away, 
Smiling,  hand  in  hand,  to  stray 
By  the  river,  and  to  say 
Drowsy  love  in  the  old  way,  — 
Till  the  sleepy  sun  shines  down 
On  the  roofs  of  Drowsietown. 

ROHERT  WILLIAMS  BUCHANAN. 
White  Rose  and  Red. 
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LET  no  blame  upon  us  fall, 
Thrifty  ones  of  cot  and  hall, 
That,  while  ye  take  care  to  hoard 
Corn  and  wine  for  winter's  board, 
We  beside  the  hedgerow  lie, 
Heedless  how  bright  hours  go  by. 
Wonder  not  we  dread  no  want, 
When  the  year  is  bare  and  gaunt : 
Idle  bread  we  have  to  eat,  — 
Poppies  grew  amidst  our  wheat. 

Blame  us  not  ye  revelers  blithe, 
Who  have  lodged  the  rake  and  scythe, 
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And  with  fan  and  flail  no  more 
Tread  the  granary's  breezy  floor : 
Though  with  humming  wire  and  flute, 
The  boon  season  well  ye  suit, 
Call  us  not  by  word  or  glance, 
We  will  neither  feast  nor  dance. 
Blame  not  us  that  sleep  is  sweet,  — 
Poppies  grew  amidst  our  wheat. 

EDITH  MATILDA  THOMAS. 
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NATURE  and  art  by  kindred  stages  rise, 
Ere  ripening  unto  fruitage.     Art  in  youth 
Seeks  beauty,  then  abandons  her  for  truth, 
But  the  glad  wisdom  of  its  age  outvies 
Its  brightest  morning-dream.     The  pledge  was  sooth 
Of  budding  color  given  'neath  April  skies, 
Though    July's    sombre    woods     and    verdurous 

drouth 

Seemed  to  disown  it,  and  our  craving  eyes 
Now  taste  fulfilment.     From  the  utmost  leaves 
Whereon  the  chestnut  first  its  chrism  receives, 
Ffre  through   the   landscape   spreads  by  wood 

and  wold ; 

Compressed  in  scarlet  berries  and  unrolled 
O'er  purple  heaths,  aflame  in  wheaten  sheaves, 
Molten  in  silver  barley  and  oaten  gold. 

HENRY  GAY  HEWLETT. 
An  English  Year. 
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ONE  DAY. 

BRIGHT  scarlet  poppies  growing  in  the  wheat : 
The  breeze  blows  over  them  and  to  and  fro 

They  wave,  like  banners  hasting  in  retreat 
Before  the  'whelming  fury  of  the  foe. 

Now  here,  now  there,  one  sinks  to  rise  no  more, 
The  lance-like  grain  bows  over  them,  and  then 

High  overhead  the  noiseless  swallows  spar 
In  graceful  curves,  and  drop  to  earth  again. 

A  brook  that  chants  in  ceaseless  monotone 

Flows  through  the  field,  a  limpid  streak  of  brown  ; 

White  foam-flakes  capping  it  are  lightly  blown 
Along  the  surface  as  it  hurries  down. 

Small  summer  insects  chirp  amid  the  blades 
That  rattle  with  a  sharp  metallic  sound, 

And  clover,  like  a  group  of  modest  maids, 
Empurples  yonder  patch  of  meadow-ground. 

Once,  starting  from  his  thicket  in  the  grass, 
A  lark  flies  forward,  singing  as  he  goes. 

Soft  clouds  make  shifting  shadows  as  they  pass, 
The  woodland  echoes  to  the  cry  of  crows. 

And  over  all  there  comes  a  sudden  stir, 
The  gentle  summer  secrets  float  away  : 

It  is  the  wind,  fleet  autumn's  courier, 

Sending  a  shudder  through  the  peaceful  day. 

JAMES  BERRY  BENSEL. 
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THE  MARGUERITE. 

PRETTY  flower  that  June  remembers, 

Blossom  that  July  forgets, 
While  my  hand  thy  crown  dismembers 

Pity  me  and  my  regrets ! 

For  of  all  thy  wreathed  glory 

But  one  ray  remains  to  fall, 
And  that  petal  tells  the  story 

That  I  am  not  loved  at  all. 

AUGUSTUS  RADCLIFFE  GROTE. 


IN  AUGUST. 

ALL  the  long  August  afternoon 

The  little  drowsy  stream 
Whispers  a  melancholy  tune, 
As  if  it  dreamed  of  June 

And  whispered  in  its  dream. 

The  thistles  show  beyond  the  brook 
Dust  on  their  down  and  bloom, 

And  out  of  many  a  weed-grown  nook 

The  aster  flowers  look 

With  eyes  of  tender  gloom. 

The  silent  orchard  aisles  are  sweet 

With  smell  of  ripening  fruit. 
Through  the  sere  grass,  in  shy  retreat, 
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Flutter,  at  coming  feet, 

The  robins  strange  and  mute. 


There  is  no  wind  to  stir  the  leaves, 

The  harsh  leaves  overhead  ; 
Only  the  querulous  cricket  grieves, 
And  shrilling  locust  weaves 

A  song  of  summer  dead. 

WILLIAM  DEAN  HOWELLS. 
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PRAY  but  one  prayer  for  me  'twixt  thy  closed  lips, 
Think  but  one  thought  of  me  up  in  the  stars. 

The  summer  night  waneth,  the  morning  light  slips, 
Faint  and  grey  'twixt  the   leaves   of   the    aspen, 
betwixt  the  cloud-bars, 

That  are  patiently  waiting  there  for  the  dawn  : 
Patient  and  colorless,  though  heaven's  gold 

Waits  to  float  through  them  along  with  the  sun. 

Far  out  in  the  meadows,  above  the  young  corn, 
The  heavy  elms  wait,  and  restless  and  cold 

The  uneasy  wind  rises  ;  the  roses  are  dun  ; 

Through  the  long  twilight  they  pray  for  the  dawn, 

Round  the  lone  house  in  the  midst  of  the  corn. 
Speak  but  one  word  to  me  over  the  corn, 
Over  the  tender,  bowed  locks  of  the  corn. 

WILLIAM  MORRIS. 


40  SUMMER    TWILIGHT. 

SUMMER  NOON. 

THERE  was  a  slumbrous  silence  in  the  air, 
By  noontide's  sultry  murmurs  from  without 
Made  more  oblivious.     Not  a  pipe  was  heard 
From  field  or  wood  ;  but  the  grave  beetle's  drone 
Passed  near  the  entrance  :  once  the  cuck6o  called 
O'er  distant  meads,  and  once  a  horn  began 
Melodious  plaint,  then  died  away.     A  sound 
Of  murmurous  music  yet  was  in  the  breeze, 
For  silver  gnats  that  harp  on  glassy  strings, 
And  rise  and  fall  in  sparkling  clouds,  sustained 
Their  dizzy  dances  o'er  the  seething  meads. 

RICHARD  HENGIST  HORNE. 
Orion. 


SUMMER   TWILIGHT. 

Now  like  a  gentle  herdsman  stood  the  sun 
Pausing  upon  the  brae-tops  while  he  drove 
His  fleecy  flocks  of  cloud  into  their  fold 
Beneath  the  faintly  glimmering  evening  star; 
And  coming  from  the  shadow  of  the  woods, 

we  saw  the  gloaming  grow, 
The  trees  behind  us  black,  the  prospects  dim, 
But  all  things  looming  large  in  lustrous  air, 
The  river  pools  as  full  of  deep  strange  light 
As  the  still  sky.     The  air,  too,  seemed  alive 
With  ominous  sound  akin  to  that  strange  light : 
The  bullfrogs  croaking  from  the  river  shallows, 
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The  cat-owl  calling  from  the  distant  glade, 
The  murmuring  waterfall  now  faintly  heard 
Drowsy  and  half  asleep. 

ROBERT  WILLIAMS  BUCHANAN. 

The  Earthquake  —  Second  Day. 


A   SUMMER  NIGHT. 

IN  the  deserted,  moon-blanched  street, 

How  lonely  rings  the  echo  of  my  feet ! 

Those  windows,  which  I  gaze  at,  frown, 

Silent  and  white,  unopening  down, 

Repellant  as  the  world  ;  —  but  see, 

A  break  between  the  housetops  shows 

The  moon  !  and,  lost  behind  her,  fading  dim 

Into  the  dewy  dark  obscurity 

Down  at  the  far  horizon's  rim, 

Doth  a  whole  tract  of  heaven  disclose  ! 

MATTHEW  ARNOLD. 


THE  STAR  SIRIUS. 

BRIGHT  Sirius  !  that  when  Orion  pales 
To  dotlings  under  moonlight  still  art  keen 
With  cheerful  fervor  of  a  warrior's  mien 

Who  holds  in  his  great  heart  the  battle  scales : 
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Unquenched  of  flame  though  swift  the  flood  assails, 
Reducing  many  lustrous  to  the  lean  : 
Be  thou  my  star,  and  thou  in  me  be  seen 

To  show  what  source  divine  is,  and  prevails. 

Long  watches  through,  at  one  with  godly  night, 
I  mark  thee  planting  joy  in  constant  fire  ; 
And  thy  quick  beams,  whose  jets  of  life  inspire 

Life  to  the  spirit,  passion  for  the  light, 

Dark  earth  since  first  she  lost  her  lord  from  sight 
Has  viewed  and  felt  them  sweep  her  as  a  lyre. 

GEORGE  MEREDITH. 


THE  PIPER. 

THE  dews  were  on  the  hedges, 

The  mist  was  on  the  mead, 
When  down  among  the  sedges 

I  wrought  my  pipe  of  reed. 
I  blew  my  pipe  with  power. 

Men  only  cursed  the  sound 
That  woke  them  when  the  hour 

Brought  back  their  labor's  round. 

The  scythe  was  in  the  barley, 
The  sickle  in  the  wheat ; 

The  pipe  I  made  so  early 
Had  lost  its  tones  so  sweet. 

And  weary  man  and  maiden, 
Upon  the  glowing  soil 
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My  reed-pipe  fell  upbraiding 
That  lightened  not  their  toil. 

The  men  had  left  their  mowing, 

The  maids  to  bind  the  sheaves ; 
I  took  me  for  my  blowing 

A  wheat-straw  stripped  of  leaves. 
And  cares  all  ceased  to  cumber, 

No  voice  was  now  upraised  ; 
I  piped  them  all  to  slumber, 

And  in  their  dreams  was  praised. 

FRANCIS  WILLIAM  BOURDI^LON. 
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CLOUDS  above,  as  white  as  wool, 

Drifting  over  skies  as  blue 
As  the  eyes  of  beautiful 

Children  when  they  smile  at  you ; 
Groves  of  maple,  elm  and  beech, 

With  the  sunshine  sifted  through 
Branches,  mingling  each  with  each, 

Dim  with  shade  and  bright  with  dew ; 
Stripling  trees,  and  poplars  hoar, 
Hickory  and  sycamore, 
And  the  drowsy  dogwood  bowed 
Where  the  ripples  laugh  aloud, 
And  the  crooning  creek  is  stirred 

To  a  gayety  that  now 
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Mates  the  warble  of  the  bird 

Teetering  on  the  hazel-bough  ; 
Grasses  long  and  fine  and  fair 
As  your  schoolboy  sweetheart's  hair, 
Backward  roached  and  twirled  and  twined 
By  the  fingers  of  the  wind  ; 
Vines  and  mosses,  interlinked 

Down  dark  isles  and  deep  ravines, 
Where  the  stream  runs,  willow-brinked, 

Round  a  bend  where  some  one  leans 
Faint  and  vague  and  indistinct 

As  the  like  reflected  thing 

In  the  current  shimmering. 
Childish  voices  further  on, 
Where  the  truant  stream  has  gone, 
Vex  the  echoes  of  the  wood 
Till  no  word  is  understood, 
Save  that  one  is  well  aware 
Happiness  is  hiding  there. 
There,  in  leafy  coverts,  nude 

Little  bodies  poise  and  leap, 
Spattering  the  solitude 
And  the  silence  everywhere,  — • 

Mirnic  monsters  of  the  deep  ! 
Wallowing  in  sandy  shoals, 

Plunging  headlong  out  of  sight ; 

And,  with  spurtings  of  delight, 
Clutching  hands,  and  slippery  soks, 

Climbing  up  the  treacherous  steep 
Over  which  the  springboard  spurns 
Each  a<jain  as  he  returns. 
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Ah.  the  glorious  carnival ! 

Purple  lips  and  chattering  teeth  — 
Eyes  that  burn  —  but,  in  beneath, 
Every  care  beyond  recall, 
Every  task  forgotten  quite  — 
And  again  in  dreams  at  night, 
Dropping,  drifting  through  it  all. 

JAMES  WHITCOMB  RILEY. 

///  the  Century  Magazine. 


A   HOT  DAY. 

THE  day  is  drooping  with  the  summer's  spell, 
Without  a  wind  to  stir  the  rippling  sheet 
Of  ocean  into  billows,  and  to  beat 
The   brink   of   beach   with   those    loud   lengths    of 

swell 

That  scooped  the  sand  to  wavelets  where  they  fell 
At  the  last  tide  ;  no  breaths  of  breezes  meet 
The  outstretched  face  that  craves  for  cool ;  the 

heat 

Beats  down  so  blindingly,  methinks  'tis  well 
That  the  blue  splendors  of  the  upper  sky 
Are  duller  for  a  smoldering  dreamy  haze  : 

Yet  even  so  this  stillness  is  to  me 
A  state  in  which  I  neither  live  nor  die, 

But  lie  and  hear  through  lengths  of  dazzling  days 
Low  laughter  of  the  countless-dimpling  sea. 

ARTHUR  REED  ROPES. 
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Low  wind-ghosts  flutter  through  the  rustling  corn, 
A  locust  drones  in  yonder  whispering  tree, 

And  where  dissolves  the  misty  veil  of  morn, 
The  lazy  ships  sail  slowly  out  to  sea 

In  harvest  time. 

The  scarlet  poppies  cluster  by  the  road, 

The  sweeping  scythes  flash  in  the  falling  grass, 

And  lumbering  wagons,  with  their  heavy  load, 
Along  the  dusty  highways  lingering  pass 
In  harvest  time. 

The  radiant  sunlight  slants  among  the  leaves, 
As  though  no  hidden  covert  it  would  miss, 

Bearing  the  gold  sheen  of  the  garnered  sheaves, 
To  all  the  ripening  apples  it  may  kiss, 
In  harvest  time. 

The  honeysuckle  by  the  porch  is  sweet, 

And  noisy  bees  wing  on  from  bloom  to  bloom, 

Full  loath  to  leave,  for  yonder  windless  heat, 
The  shade  and  coolness  of  the  fragrant  gloom 
In  harvest  time. 

The  undulating  wheat  along  the  hills, 

That  shimmers  in  the  sun's  refulgent  beams, 

Its  bearded  kernels  to  completeness  fills, 
And  in  contented  splendor  brightly  gleams, 
In  harvest  time. 
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When  high  the  sun  in  noonday  glory  rides, 

Where  willows  keep  the  lake's  green  margin  cool, 

The  speckled  trout  amid  their  shadow  hides, 
And  dragon  flies  haunt  every  shaded  pool 
In  harvest  time. 

The  crows  are  silent  in  the  sombre  pines, 
And  drowsy  cattle  pace  with  listless  tread 

The  shallow  brooks,  that  run  in  silvery  lines 

Where  meadow  blossoms  flaunt  their  banners  red, 
In  harvest  time. 

Where,  clothing  all  the  crumbling  wall  of  stone, 
The  wild  grapes  show  their  purple  globes  of  wine, 

The  butterflies  hold  carnival  alone, 
And  brilliantly  their  iris  colors  shine, 
In  harvest  time. 

The  oriole,  above  his  swinging  nest, 

In  the  gnarled  pear  tree  plumes  his  orange  coat, 
And  as  the  sun  sinks  slowly  down  the  west, 

Croons  to  his  mate  a  low,  melodious  note, 
In  harvest  time. 

The    moths    make  feast  where  pendulant  blossoms 

sway, 

In  woods  that  ring  with  shrill  nocturnal  songs, 
And  while  the  shadows  change  to  deeper  grey, 
Some  dreaming  bird  day's  jubilant  voice  prolongs 
In  harvest  time. 
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Beside  the  garden  path,  serenely  fair, 

Clothed  in  her  garmenture  of  odorous  white, 

That  wins  fresh  perfume  from  the  heavy  air, 
The  lily  shines,  a  star  amid  the  night, 
In  harvest  time. 

Oh,  bounteous  season,  rich  through  every  hour 
In  gifts  that  make  our  souls  with  joy  a-tune, 
The  fruitful  earth  is  lavish  of  her  dower 

From  morning's  flush,  till  glows  the  mellow  moon, 
In  harvest  time. 
THOMAS  STEPHENS  COLLIER. 


IN  THE  AUGUST   WOODS. 

.  .  .  THERE  when  the  August  sun  had  mounted  high, 
And  all  was  silent  but  the  stockdove's  brood, 
The  whispering  zephyr  sometimes  rose  unseen, 
And  kissed  the  leaves  and  boughs  of  tender  green. 

And  every  shrub  that  fond  wind  fluttered,  cast 
Back  a  perfuming  sigh,  and  rustling  rolled 

Its  virgin  branches  till  they  moved  at  last 

The  neighboring  tree,  and  the  great  forest  old 

Did  homage  to  the  zephyr  as  he  past : 
And  gently  to  arid  fro  the  fruits  of  gold 

Swayed  in  the  air,  and  scarcely  with  a  sound 

The  beeches  shook  their  dark  nuts  to  the  ground. 

BRYAN  WALLER  PROCTER. 
Diego  de  Montilla. 
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SUMMER  STORM. 

UNTREMULOUS  in  the  river  clear, 
Toward  the  sky's  image,  hangs  the  imaged  bridge  ; 

So  still  the  air  that  I  can  hear 
The  slender  clarion  of  the  unseen  midge  ; 

Out  of  the  stillness,  with  a  gathering  creep 
Like  rising  wind  in  leaves,  which  now  decreases, 
Now  lulls,  now  swells,  and  all  the  while  increases, 

The  huddling  trample  of  a  drove  of  sheep 
Tilts  the  loose  planks,  and  then  as  gradually  ceases 

In  dust  on  the  other  side ;  life's  emblem  deep, 
A  confused  noise  between  two  silences, 
Finding  at  last  in  dust  precarious  peace. 
On  the  wide  marsh  the  purple-blossomed  grasses 

Soak  up  the  sunshine  ;  sleeps  the  brimming  tide, 
Save  when  the  wedge-shaped  wake  in  silence  passes 

Of  some  slow  water-rat,  whose  sinuous  glide 

Wavers  the  long  green  sedge's  shade  from  side  to 

side  ; 
But  up  the  west,  like  a  rock-shivered  surge, 

Climbs  a   great   cloud   edged  with    sun-whitened 

spray ; 
Huge  whirls  of  foam  boil  toppling  o'er  its  verge, 

And  falling  still  it  seems,  and  yet  it  climbs  alway. 

Suddenly  all  the  sky  is  hid 
As  with  the  shutting  of  a  lid; 
One  by  one  great  drops  are  falling 
Doubtful  and  slow, 
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Down  the  pane  they  are  crookedly  crawling, 

And  the  wind  breathes  low  ; 
Slowly  the  circles  widen  on  the  river, 

Widen  and  mingle,  one  and  all ; 
Here  and  there  the  slenderer  flowers  shiver, 

Struck  by  an  icy  raindrop's  fall. 

Now  on  the  hills  I  hear  the  thunder  mutter, 

The  wind  is  gathering  in  the  west ; 
The  upturned  leaves  first  whiten  and  flutter, 

Then  droop  to  a  fitful  rest ; 
Up  from  the  stream  with  sluggish  flap 

Struggles  the  gull  and  floats  away ; 
Nearer  and  nearer  rolls  the  thunderclap, 

We  shall  not  see  the  sun  go  down  to-day : 
Now  leaps  the  wind  on  the  sleepy  marsh, 

And  tramples  the  grass  with  terrified  feet, 
The  startled  river  turns  leaden  and  harsh, 

You  can  hear  the  quick  heart  of  the  tempest  beat. 

Look  !  look  !  that  livid  flash  ! 
And  instantly  follows  the  rattling  thunder, 
As  if  some  cloud-crag,  split  asunder, 

Fell,  splintering  with  a  ruinous  crash, 
On  the  earth,  which  crouches  in  silence  under; 

And  now  a  solid  grey  wall  of  rain 
Shuts  off  the  landscape,  mile  by  mile  ; 

For  a  breath's  space  I  see  the  blue  wood  again, 
And,  ere  the  next  heartbeat, the  wind-hurled  pile, 

That  seemed  but  now  a  league  aloof, 

Bursts  crackling  over  the  sun-parched  roof ; 
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Against  the  windows  the  storm  comes  dashing, 
Through  tattered  foliage  the  hail  tears  crashing, 

The  blue  lightning  flashes, 

The  rapid  hail  clashes, 
The  white  waves  are  tumbling, 

And,  in  one  baffled  roar, 
Like  the  toothless  sea  mumbling 

A  rock-bristled  shore, 
The  thunder  is  rumbling 
And  crashing  and  crumbling,  — 

Will  silence  return  nevermore  ? 

Hush  !     Still  as  death, 
The  tempest  holds  his  breath 
As  from  a  sudden  will ; 
The  rain  stops  short,  but  from  the  eaves 
You  see  it  drop,  and  hear  it  from  the  leaves, 
All  is  so  bodingly  still ; 

Again,  now,  now,  again 
Plashes  the  rain  in  heavy  gouts, 
The  crinkled  lightning 
Seems  ever  brightening, 

And  loud  and  long 
Again  the  thunder  shouts 
His  battle  song,  — 
One  quivering  flash, 
One  wildering  crash, 
Followed  by  silence  dead  and  dull, 
As  if  the  cloud,  let  go, 
Leapt  bodily  below 

To  whelm  the  earth  in  one  mad  overthrow, 
And  then  a  total  lull. 
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Gone,  gone,  so  soon  ! 
No  more  my  half-crazed  fancy  there 
Can  shape  a  giant  in  the  air, 
No  more  I  see  his  streaming  hair, 
The  writhing  portent  of  his  form  ; 

The  pale  and  quiet  moon 
Makes  her  calm  forehead  bare, 
And  the  last  fragments  of  the  storm, 
Like  shattered  rigging  from  a  fight  at  sea, 
Silent  and  few,  are  drifting  over  me. 

JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL, 
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SUMMER  declines  and  roses  have  grown  rare, 
But  cottage  crofts  are  gay  with  hollyhocks, 
And  in  old  garden  walks  you  breathe  an  air 

Fragrant  of  pinks  and  August-smelling  stocks. 
The  soul  of  the  delicious  mignonette 

Floats  on  the  wind  and  tempts  the  vagrant  bees 
From  the  pale  purple  spikes  of  lavender, 

Waking  a  fond  regret 

For  dead  July,  whose  children  the  sweetpeas 
Are  sipped  by  butterflies  with  wings  astir. 

Evenings  are  chill,  though  in  the  glowing  noon 
Swelled  peaches  bask  along  a  sunny  wall, 

And  mellowing  apricots  turn  gold, — too  soon 
For  him  who  loves  not  to  be  near  the  fall 
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Of  the  yet  deathless  leaves.     Pale  jessamine 
Speaks,  with  her  lucid  stars,  of  shortening  days 
To  spreading  fuchsias  clad  in  crimson  bells, 

Lurking  beneath  the  twine 
Of  odorous  clematis,  whose  bowery  maze 
Of  gadding  flowers  the  same  sad  story  tells. 

Now  from  the  sky  fall  sudden  gleams  of  light 

Athwart  the  plain.     Black  poplars  in  the  breeze 
Whiten,  —  the  willows  flashing  silvery  white 

At  every  gust  against  dark  rain-clouds :  these 
Glooming  beneath  their  crowns  of  massy  snow, 
And  soaring  onward  with  the  wind  that  rocks 
The    sprouted    elms,    and    shadowing    as   they 

pass 

Broad  cornfields  ripening  slow 
In  upland  farms,  where  still  the  undrawn  cocks 
Stand  brown  amid  the  verdurous  aftergrass. 

Now  scream  the  curlews  on  the  wild  west  coast, 

And  seabirds  sport  in  the  sunned  ocean,  —  blue 
As  the  intense  of  heaven.     The  crested  host 

Of  mighty  billows  endlessly  pursue 
Each  other  in  their  glorious  lion-play, 

Surging  against  the  cliffs  with  thunderous  roar, 
Till  the  black  rocks  seethe  in    thick-creaming 

foam, 

And  bursts  of  rainbowed  spray 
Fly  o'er  the  craggy  barriers  far  inshore, 

Drenching  the  thrift  in  its  storm-buffeted  home. 
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Now  is  the  season  when  soft  melancholy 

Broods  o'er  the  fields  at  solemn  evenfall, 
The  golden-clouded  sunset  dying  slowly 

From  the  clear  west,  ere  yet  the  starry  pall 
Of  night  is  silvered  by  the  harvest  moon  : 

When  the  year's  blood  runs  rich  as  luscious  wine 
With  honied  ripeness  :  when  the  robin's  song 

Fills  the  grey  afternoon 
With  warbled  hope  ;  and  memories  divine 
Crowd  to  the  heart  of  days  forgotten  long. 

JOHN  TODHUNTER. 
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BENEATH  this  starry  arch, 

Naught  resteth  or  is  still ; 
But  all  things  hold  their  march, 
As  if  by  one  great  will. 
Moves  one,  move  all ; 
Hark  to  the  footfall ! 
On,  on,  forever. 

Yon  sheaves  were  once  but  seed : 
Will  ripens  into  deed  ; 
As  cave-drops  swell  the  streams, 
Day  thoughts  feed  nightly  dreams, 
And  sorrow  tracketh  wrong, 
As  echo  follows  song,  — 
On,  on,  forever. 
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By  night,  like  stars  on  high, 

The  hours  reveal  their  train  ; 
They  whisper  and  go  by ; 
I  never  watch  in  vain. 

Moves  one,  move  all ; 
Hark  to  the  footfall ! 
On,  on,  forever. 

They  pass  the  cradle  head, 
And  there  a  promise  shed ; 
They  pass  the  moist  new  grave, 
And  bid  rank  verdure  wave  ; 
They  bear  through  every  clime 
The  harvest  of  all  time,  — 
On,  on,  forever. 

HARRIET  MARTINEAU. 


AUGUST. 

THE  Emperor  Octavian,  called  the  August, 

I  being  his  favorite,  bestowed  his  name 
Upon  me,  and  I  hold  it  still  in  trust, 

In  memory  of  him  and  of  his  fame. 

I  am  the  Virgin,  and  my  vestal  flame 
Burns  less  intensely  than  the  Lion's  rage  ; 

Sheaves  are  my  only  garlands  and  I  claim 
The  golden  Harvests  as  my  heritage. 

HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 
The  Poefs  Calendar. 
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FAIRY  HEAVENS. 

HAVE  you  seen  the  forest-pool 
In  the  summer?     Clear  and  cool, 
Glassing,  mid  the  trees  it  lies, 
Silvery  clouds  and  sapphire  skies. 

When  in  windless  August  days 
Not  a  ripple  o'er  it  plays, 
One  can  almost  think  he  sees 
Through  to  the  antipodes. 

Mirrored  reeds  must  scarcely  know 
Whether  up  or  down  they  grow ; 
And  the  trees  doubt  \vhether  they're 
Crystal-washed  or  parched  in  air. 

Brindled  Crummie  on  the  brink 
Pauses  as  she  stoops  to  drink ; 
When  she  drinks,  she  drinks  for  two,  — 
'Tis  a  wondrous  thing  to  do ! 

Swallows  flashing  to  and  fro, 
Strike  the  water  as  they  go,  — 
Hawking  insects  ?     Not  a  fly ; 
Only  puzzled  with  that  sky. 

East  and  west,  and  north  and  south, 
Have  they  flown  from  dearth  and  drouth ; 
'T would,  indeed,  be  sweet  and  strange, 
Through  those  nether  heavens  to  range  ! 
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Puff  !  —  a  sudden  whiff  of  air 
Stars  the  mirror  everywhere. 
Myriad  ripples,  gemmed  and  curled, 
Have  annulled  a  fairy  world. 

Any  clown  in  summer  may 
View  these  marvels  day  by  day ; 
Day  by  day  we  pass  them  by 
With  an  undelighted  eye. 

Were  they  seen  but  once  an  age, 
Princes  would  make  pilgrimage 
To  the  happy  hallowed  ground 
Where  these  double  heavens  were  found. 

WILLIAM  CANTON. 
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DOWN  the  sultry  arc  of  day 

The  burning  wheels  have  urged  their  way ; 

And  eve  along  the  western  skies 

Sheds  her  intermingling  dyes. 

Down  the  deep,  the  miry  lane, 

Creaking  comes  the  empty  wain, 

And  driver  on  the  shaft-horse  sits, 

Whistling  now  and  then  by  fits, 

And  oft  with  his  accustomed  call 

Urging  on  the  sluggish  Ball. 

The  barn  is  still,  the  master's  gone, 

And  thresher  puts  his  jacket  on, 
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While  Dick,  upon  the  ladder  tall, 
Nails  the  dead  kite  to  the  wall. 
Here  comes  shepherd  Jack  at  last, 
He  has  penned  the  sheepcote  fast, 
For  'twas  but  two  nights  before, 
A  lamb  was  eaten  on  the  moor : 
His  empty  wallet  Rover  carries, 
Nor  for  Jack,  when  near  home,  tarries. 
With  lolling  tongue  he  runs  to  try 
If  the  horse-trough  be  not  dry. 
The  milk  is  settled  in  the  pans, 
And  supper  messes  in  the  cans  ; 
In  the  hovel  carts  are  wheeled, 
And  both  the  colts  are  drove  a-field ; 
The  horses  are  all  bedded  up, 
And  the  ewe  is  with  the  tup. 
The  snare  for  Mister  Fox  is  set, 
The  leaven  laid,  the  thatching  wet, 
And  Bess  has  slinked  away  to  talk 
With  Roger  in  the  holly  walk. 

Now,  on  the  settle  all,  but  Bess, 
Are  set  to  eat  their  supper  mess, 
And  little  Tom  and  roguish  Kate 
Are  swinging  on  the  meadow  gate. 
Now  they  chat  of  various  things, 
Of  taxes,  ministers  and  kings, 
Or  else  tell  all  the  village  news, 
How  madam  did  the  squire  refuse  ; 
How  parson  on  the  tithes  was  bent, 
And  landlord  oft  distrained  for  rent. 
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Thus  do  they  talk,  till  in  the  sky 
The  pale-eyed  moon  is  mounted  high, 
And  from  the  alehouse  drunken  Ned 
Has  reeled,  —  then  hasten  all  to  bed. 
The  mistress  sees  that  lazy  Kate 
The  happing  coal  on  kitchen  grate 
Has  laid,  —  while  master  goes  throughout, 
Sees  shutters  fast,  the  mastiff  out, 
The  candles  safe,  the  hearths  all  clear, 
And  nought  from  thieves  or  fire  to  fear, 
Then  both  to  bed  together  creep, 
And  join  the  general  troop  of  sleep. 

HENRY  KIRKE  WHITE. 
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HAP-HAZARD  hybrid  that  one  sees, 

Half  bird,  half  reptile,  fluttering  through 
Those  sultry  twilights,  when  the  trees 

Loom  breezeless  on  the  dreamy  blue ; 
Strange,  blundering  mongrel  of  the  air, 
At  random  war  with  here  and  there, 

Now  wheeling  wild  and  swooping  now; 
In  what  mad  mood  did  Nature  please 
Her  sweet,  rich  harmonies  to  scare 

With  such  dark  dissonance  as  thou  ? 

Shape  that  unseemliest  traits  endow, 
Grotesque   chimeric,  cold,  impure, 
With  Satan's  wings  in  miniature ! 
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Nay,  is  it  that  thou  lingerest  here 

As  the  last-left  weak  heir  of  what 
Survives  from  many  a  wrecking  year 

In  shadowy  fable,  trusted  not  ? 
Does  altered  time  in  thee  behold 
One  waif  from  horrors  manifold, 

Ghoul,  griffin,  dragon,  ouphe,  gnome,  sprite, 
That  living  shook  the  earth  with  fear, 
And  dying  when  the  earth  was  old, 

In  mockery  of  their  crumbled  might, 

Foredoomed  to  thee  thy  dismal  flight 
Through  lands  where  once,  by  dread  dismay, 
Thine  awful  ancestry  held  sway. 

EDGAR  FAWCETT. 
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WHERE  the  grey  rock  shadow  throws, 
There  the  purple  primrose  grows  ; 
Long  ago  her  sister  fair 
Blossomed  in  our  English  air : 
Spring  is  over  in  the  dale, 
Where  once  bloomed  that  sister  pale. 
He  who  will  the  mountain  climb 
Feels  again  the  sweet  springtime, 
Where  the  melting  snow  in  rill 
Hastens  down  the  lake  to  fill, 
And  the  rocks  are  blushing  red 
With  the  tiny  campion's  head, 
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Not  a  footstep  but  doth  press 
On  some  sweet  new  loveliness  : 
Spring,  too  long  asleep,  alights 
Fresh  and  pure  on  these  lone  heights. 
From  the  hot  and  dusty  vale, 
Where  bold  summer  doth  prevail, 
Let  us  hasten  here  away, 
With  shy  spring  on  hills  to  play ; 
Where  she  lingers  we  would  fain, 
Greet  her  year  by  year  again. 

BEATRIX  L.  TOLLEMACHE. 
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WHERE  the  nodding  grasses  grow, 
Nodding  to  the  waves  below  — 
Where  the  poppies,  all  aglow, 

Streak  the  rye, 

There  I  lie, 
Western  breezes  wander  by. 

Western  breezes  rock  the  wheat, 
Wanton  with  the  clover  sweet. 
Summer  joy  would  be  complete, 

But  that  I 

Look  and  sigh, 
Missing  thee  among  the  rye  ! 

Where  the  cliffs,  with  backward  sway, 
Show  the  morning  on  the  bay, 
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Silver-drest  for  holiday,  — 

There  I  lie, 

Sea  and  sky 
Locked  together  dreamily. 

Banished  memories  arise, 
Singing  tender  melodies, 
Bring  a  mist  before  my  eyes, 

Tread  a  measure, 

Through  the  leisure, 
Is  it  pain,  or  is  it  pleasure  ? 

SARA  A.  LEIFCHILD. 


L  O  VE-IN-IDLENESS. 

A  TIME  for  everything  ?     O  yes, 
And  August  is  the  time,  I  guess, 
To  gather  Love-in-idleness. 
Am  I  not  right  ?     Fair  one,  confess ! 

Where  shall  we  find  it  ?     Everywhere  ; 
It  floats  upon  the  sultry  air, 
It  glows  through  all  the  garden  fair, 
Tangles  our  feet  in  rosy  snare. 

How  shall  we  know  it  ?     O  most  sweet, 
Thou'lt  know  it  by  thy  pulses'  beat, 
Thou'lt  know  it  by  the  fragrance  fleet 
What  time  its  flower  and  fading  meet. 
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It  fades  so  soon  ?     Is  not  that  best  ? 
It  dies  ere  use  has  dimmed  its  zest, 
It  dies  in  all  its  grace  confessed, 
Its  hour  of  glory  is  its  rest. 

Hail,  August  monarch !     Lo  thy  slaves  bow  down 
And  weave  of  Love-in-Idleness  thy  crown. 

MRS.  JANE  [GOODWIN]  AUSTIN. 
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SHRILL,  shrill,  ceaseless  shrill,  from  his  loft  in  the 
leaves, 

Rings  the  cicada's  cry ; 
Silent  the  droop-winged  birds,  empty  the  nest  by  the 

eaves ; 

Cloth-of-mist  for  the  bare  bright  stubble  the  spider 
weaves,  — 

And  August  passeth  by. 

Clear,  clear,  crystal  clear,  are  the  dwindling  brooks, 

Under  a  thirsty  sky  ; 
Its  journeying  god  the  sunflower  follows  with  loyal 

looks, 

Clematis  traileth  her  wreaths  like  snow  through  the 
willow-nooks,  — 

And  August  passeth  by. 
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Bright,    bright,    restless    bright,    through    the    sun- 
burnt meads, 

Wavers  the  butterfly ; 
Ever  across  its  path  a  pilot  invisible  leads 
A  sylphid  fleet  of  the  thistle's  light   and  feathery 
seeds,  — 

And  August  passeth  by. 

Sweet,  sweet,  slumbrous  sweet  —  as  orient  gums 

That  smoking  censers  supply  — 
From  orchards  and  ferny  hollows  a  fragrant  spirit 

comes ; 

Lodged  in  the  sorcerous  poppy  the  honey  bee  drow- 
sily hums,  — 

And  August  passeth  by. 

EDITH  MATILDA  THOMAS. 
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ALONG  the  roadside  like  the  flowers  of  gold 
That  tawny  Incas  for  their  gardens  wrought, 
Heavy  with  sunshine  droops  the  goldenrod, 
And  the  red  pennons  of  the  cardinal  flowers 
Hang  motionless  upon  their  upright  staves. 
The  sky  is  hot  and  hazy,  and  the  wind, 
Wing-weary  with  its  long  flight  from  the  south, 
Unfelt ;  yet,  closely  scanned,  yon  maple  leaf 
With  faintest  motion,  as  one  stirs  in  dreams, 
Confesses  it.     The  locust  by  the  wall 
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Stabs  the  noon-silence  with  his  sharp  alarm. 
A  single  haycart  down  the  dusty  road 
Creaks  slowly,  with  its  driver  fast  asleep 
On  the  load's  top.     Against  the  neighboring  hill, 
Huddled  along  the  stone  wall's  shady  side, 
The  sheep  show  white,  as  if  a  snowdrift  still 
Defied  the  dogstar.     Through  the  open  door 
A  drowsy  smell  of  flowers  —  grey  heliotrope, 
And  white  sweet-clover,  and  shy  mignonette  — 
Comes  faintly  in,  and  silent  chorus  lends 
To  the  pervading  symphony  of  peace. 

JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 
Among  the  Hills  (Prelude}. 
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PRISONED  in  these  slender  stalks, 
Flowering  o'er  the  woodland  walks, 
Reaching  forth  their  leafy  hands 
Toward  the  parching  pasture  lands, 
Is  the  spirit  of  a  maid 
Who,  in  olden  ages,  strayed 
Where,  for  their  bucolic  sport, 
Frolic  satyrs  held  their  court. 

When  Silenus,  myrtle-crowned, 
Saw  her  tread  the  mossy  ground, 
In  his  veins  a  passion  stirred, — 
Love  that  would  not  rest  unheard. 
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Strange  the  wooing  that  the  bees 
Saw  beneath  the  poplar  trees  : 
Squirrels  from  their  hazel  cover 
Laughed  to  hear  the  satyr  lover. 

He  in  fury  that  the  fair 
Scorned  his  suit  with  angry  air, 
With  his  goat-hoof  smote  her  down 
Dead  beneath  the  tree  boles  brown. 
Then  his  followers,  woeful-eyed, 
Cast  him  wrathfully  aside, 
Sadly  strewed  her  grave  with  flowers 
Through  the  purple  twilight  hours. 
O'er  it  in  the  amber  morn 
Branches  bourgeoned,  newly  born  ; 
Every  summertide  they  bear 
Milky  blossoms,  virgin-fair, 
Scented  sweet  to  lure  the  bee, 
Type  of  spotless  chastity. 

CLINTON  SCOLLARD. 
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SAY,  sweet  August  breeze, 
That  flieth  'cross  the  seas 

From  far-off  hills  of  pines,  — 
What's  the  good  word  from  my  fair  one, 
From  my  true  love,  from  my  rare  one, 

Nestled  'neath  her  sweetpea  vines  ? 

GEORGE  WASHINGTON  WRIGHT  HOUGHTON. 
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SUMMER  IN  AUVERGNE. 

THE  sundawn  fills  the  land 
Full  as  a  feaster's  hand 
Fills  full  with  bloom  of  bland 

Bright  wine  his  cup ; 
Flows  full  to  flood  that  fills 
From  the  arch  of  air  it  thrills 
Those  rust-red  iron  hills 

With  morning  up ; 

Dawn,  as  a  panther  springs, 
With  fierce  and  fine-fledged  wings 
Leaps  on  the  land  that  rings 

From  her  bright  feet 
Through  all  its  lava-black 
Cones  that  cast  answer  back 
And  cliffs  of  footless  track 

Where  thunders  meet. 

The  light  speaks  wide  and  loud 
From  deeps  blown  clear  of  cloud 
As  though  day's  heart  were  proud 

And  heaven's  were  glad ; 
The  towers  brown-striped  and  grey 
Take  fire  from  heaven  of  day 
As  though  the  prayers  they  pray 

Their  answers  had. 

Higher  in  these  high  first  hours 
Wax  all  the  keen  church  towers, 
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And  higher  all  hearts  of  ours 

Than  the  old  hills'  crown, 
Higher  than  the  pillared  height 
Of  that  strange  cliffside  bright 
With  basalt  towers  whose  might 

Strong  time  bows  down. 

"  Shut  out  the  flower  time 
Half  sun's  half  shower  time, 
Make  way  for  our  time," 

Wild  winds  have  cried. 
What  is  love  worth  ?  nay, 
Tell  me,  dear. 

And  the  old  fierce  ruin  there 
Of  the  old  wild  princes'  lair 
Whose  blood  in  mine  hath  share 

Gapes  gaunt  and  great 
Toward  heaven  that  long  ago, 
Watched  all  the  wan  land's  woe 
Whereon  the  wind  would  blow 

Of  their  bleak  hate. 

Dead  are  those  deeds ;  but  yet 
Their  memory  seems  to  fret 
Lands  that  might  else  forget 

That  old  world's  brand  ; 
Dead  all  their  sins  and  days ; 
Yet  in  this  red  clime's  rays 
Some  fiery  memory  stays 

That  scars  their  land. 

ALGERNON  CHARLES  SWINBURNE. 
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IN  AUGUST. 

(THE  DROUTH— THE  RAIN.) 
THE    DROUTH. 

THE  weary  night  at  last  is  worn  away, 

The  dawn  begins  to  throb  among  the  stars 
And  in  the  east  the  slowly  reddening  bars 

Foretell  the  coming  of  ungracious  day. 

The  hours  have  brought  no  dewy  balm  to  stay 
The  burning  fever  in  the  earth's  deep  breast ; 
Her  great  heart  languishing  with  woes  unguessed 

Turns  sorrowing  to  the  sun's  ungladdening  ray. 

As  doth  the  longing  heart  which  long  hath  made 
Some  cherished  image  sacred  in  its  thought 

Turn  to  the  semblance  still  —  which  like  a  shade 
Stalks  from  the  tomb  that  time  and  change  have 
wrought, 

Turns  as  the  soul  doth  turn  —  to  seek  distress 

Drawn  by  a  love  which  brings  but  bitterness. 

What  is  at  fault  ?     The  sun's  undying  flame 
Hath  lost  no  whit  of  his  life-kindling  force  ; 
Fresh  from  morn's  purple  gates  he  lifts  his  course 

As  when  the  mist-veiled  earth  in  maiden  shame 

Watched  his  first  coming :  evermore  the  same 
Great  and  eternal  wonder  paints  the  east 
With  Tyrian  dyes ;  nor  hath  his  glory  ceased 

To  fire  the  west,  departing  as  he  came. 

But  now  his  ardent  wooing  brings  but  pain ; 
Love  hath  a  time  for  clouds  and  fruitful  tears , 
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Where  these  come  not  the  heart  shall  seek  in  vain 
The  nameless  charm  which  hinders  but  endears : 
The  fiery  sun  unhindered  in  his  quest 
Hath  filled  with  woe  the  earth's  fond  yielding  breast. 

And  we,  the  conscious  children  of  her  care 
Are  made  partakers  of  her  silent  woe  ; 
We  are  but  part  of  all  we  see  and  know ; 

Born  of  the  earth  needs  must  our  spirits  share 

The  fields'  dumb  grief,  the  woodlands'  mute  despair, 
The  thirst  of  vales  which  feel  no  more  the  flow 
Of  cooling  streams,  the  fall  of  leaves  that  glow 

Untimely  on  our  pathway  here  and  there. 

The  dying  rose,  the  lily's  shriveled  stem, 

The  droop  of  withering  vines  which  overhang 

The  changed  abodes  of  many  a  faded  gem, 
All  wake  within  the  soul  a  kindred  pang, 

And  morning's  joy  doth  seem  wellnigh  withdrawn 

Because  no  bird  gives  welcome  to  the  dawn. 

Filled  with  sad  thoughts  we  watch  the  wounding  sky 
Through  which  the  noontide  blazing  of  the  sun 
Burns  on  the  quivering  air.     And  one  by  one 

The  white  and  blinding  clouds  that  float  on  high, 

Soon  shredded  in  the  glare,  —  dissolve  and  die  ; 
The  grass  fore-paints  the  autumn  unbegun  : 
The  loud  and  shrill  cicada  seems  to  stun 

The  dusty  groves  with  his  unceasing  cry. 

And  when  the  flaring  touch  of  evening  burns 
Along  the  edges  of  the  sullen  cloud, 
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And  all  the  dreary  stretching  landscape  turns 

To  gloom  beneath  the  night's  descending  shroud 
Decked  with  the  mocking  stars,  the  spirit  yearns 
For  morn  once  more,  and  Nature  groans  aloud. 

THE    RAIN. 

Wrapped  in  her  cloudy  veil  the  earth  at  last 

Floods  all  her  bosom  with  refreshing  tears ; 

Rejoicing  echoes  fill  each  vale  that  hears 
The  thunder's  jarring  voice;  despair  is  past; 
The  trailing  torrents  bend  before  the  blast ; 

The  air  grows  thick  with  swift  descending  spears ; 

The  hill  is  lost ;  the  landscape  disappears  ; 
The  parched  fields  drink ;    the  streams  are    filling 

fast ; 
Wild  sprays  are  winnowed  from  the  emerald  waves 

That  rise  upon  the  blurred  fantastic  sea 
Of  rocking  treetops  where  the  tempest  raves 

Along  the  darkened  upland  ;  scared  birds  flee 
Half  seen  amidst  the  generous  flow  which  laves 

The  grateful  slopes  and  drowns  the  swimming  lea. 

ROBERT  BURNS  WILSON. 
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GARNER  in  the  golden  grain  ! 

He  that  fares  immersed  in  wheat 
Sees  a  russet  mellow  main, 

Falling  from  the  upland,  meet 
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Lavender  horizons  warm, 

Blent  with  opaline  warm  skies ; 
Verdure-isles  of  cloudy  form 

In  descending  meet  his  eyes  ; 
Round  them,  like  a  sea  at  rest 

Glassy  sliding  up  the  sand, 
Simmers  harvest,  many  a  crest 

Hither  and  thither  drooping  bland, 
Weighted  every  leaning  ear 
With  the  treasure  of  the  year. 

Garner  in  the  golden  grain  ! 

Yonder  shining  sickle  cleaves  ; 
Bronzy  harvestmen  sustain 

'Thwart  one  another  golden  sheaves, 
Whose  luxuriant  honors  all, 

Marrying,  seem  toil 
Of  a  foaming  water-wall 

When  wave  meets  baffled  wave's  recoil. 
Nigh  to  one  of  these  a  child 

In  a  little  cart  is  laid, 
Sleeping  in  the  air  so  mild, 

Where  a  linden  with  sweet  shade 
Softens  all  the  radiance, 
Within  the  reaping  father's  glance. 

Garner  in  the  golden  grain ! 

All,  aglow  upon  the  hill, 
Unforeboding  will  remain, 

Till  the  sickle  gleams,  until 
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All  shall  placidly  resign 

Pleasant  homely  life  afield, 
Where  the  youngling  flowers  twine. 

Only  now  we  saw  them  yield, 
Lithe  and  blithe,  and  green  when  wind 

Ruffled  them  to  silky  waves, 
Playing  merrily  :  so  we  find 

Aged  pilgrims  near  the  graves, 
Mellow  and  wise,  and  loving  wait 

Swift  inevitable  fate  : 
We  weep  who  lose  them ;  they  are  still, 
While  One  bears  them  where  He  will. 

RODEN  BERKELEY  WRIOTHESLEY  NOEL. 
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SLEEP,  lily  on  the  lake, 

Without  one  troubled  dream 

Thy  hushed  repose  to  break 
Until  the  morning  beam 

Shall  open  thy  glad  heart  again 

To  live  its  life  apart  from  pain. 

So  still  is  thy  repose, 

So  pure  thy  petals  seem, 
As  Heaven  would  here  disclose 

Its  peace,  and  we  might  deem 
A  soul  in  each  white  lily  lay, 
Passionless,  from  the  lands  of  day. 
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Yet  but  a  flower  thou  art, 

For  angel  ne'er,  nor  saint, 
Though  kept  on  earth  apart 

From  every  earthly  taint, 
A  life  so  passionless  could  know 
Amid  a  world  of  human  woe. 

FRANCIS  WILLIAM  BOURDILLON. 


IN  THE  AUGUST  WOODS. 

'Tis  a  woodland  enchanted ! 

The  great  August  noonlight, 

Through  myriad  rifts  slanted, 

Leaf  and  bole  thickly  sprinkles 

With  flickering  gold  \ 

There,  in  warm  August  gloaming, 

With  quick,  silent  brightenings, 

From  meadow  lands  roaming, 

The  firefly  twinkles 

His  fitful  heat-lightnings ; 

There  the  magical  moonlight 

With  meek,  saintly  glory 

Steeps  summit  and  wold ; 

There  whippoorwills  plain  in  the  solitudes  hoary 

With  lone  cries  that  wander 

Now  hither,  now  yonder, 

Like  souls  doomed  of  old 

To  a  mild  purgatory. 

JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL. 
The  Fountain  of  Youth. 
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NOCTURNE. 

SLOWLY,  with  grateful  calm,  the  night  has  come, 
And  the  exuberant  life  which  filled  the  air 

With  fanning  wings  and  song  and  sound  is  dumb ; 
Each  piping  pleasurer  has  found  its  lair, 
And  sleep  and  utter  peace  reign  everywhere. 

There  is  no  stir  of  wind  among  the  leaves, 
And  not  one  wrinkle  on  the  darkling  stream  ; 

The  reeds  stand  motionless  in  clustered  sheaves, 
And  through  the  shades  the  water  lilies  gleam, 
Floating,  enfolded  in  a  languorous  dream. 

From  many  flowers  that  nestle  out  of  sight 
In  dewy  lawns  and  dusky  thicket-dells, 

Commingled  odors  tremble  through  the  night, 
So  faint,  so  subtly  sweet,  they  seem  like  swells 
Of  thin,  ethereal  music  from  their  bells. 

Sweet  is  the  cool,  fresh  fragrance  of  the  grass, 
The  spicy  incense  of  the  firs  and  pines, 

And  sweet  the  dead  leaves  rustled  where  I  pass, 
The  humid  breath  of  moss  and  creeping  vines, 
And  vapory  marshes  where  the  fen-fire  shines. 

Through  leaf-fringed  oriels  rifted  in  the  gloom, 
Glimpses  of  limpid  azure  glimmer  down, 

Serenely  clear,  and  hazed  with  pearly  bloom 

Of  clustered  stars,  like  golden  grain  thick-strewn 
And  nebulous  pale  tresses  backward  blown. 
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Rapt  in  the  odorous  solitude  and  calm, 
I  feel  the  joy  of  far  primeval  nights, 

When  on  his  tower  the  Sabean  wrought  his  charm, 
And  shepherd-watchers  on  Ausonian  heights 
Wove  legends  from  the  constellated  lights. 

And  some  night-lover  of  a  future  race, 

Loitering   beneath   new  glooms  of   branch   and 

bough, 

And  haply  gazing  through  some  verdurous  space, 
Shall  pause  and  watch  Orion  rising  slow 
In  silent  ecstasy,  as  I  do  now. 

CHARLES  LOTIN  HILDRETH. 
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I  LAY  me  in  the  growing  grass, 
A  vagrant  loving  vagrancy ; 

About  me  kindred  fellows  throng, 
A  very  reckless  company,  — 

Gay  people  of  the  crowded  air, 
Who  follow  joy's  recruiting  drums ; 

Nor  thrift,  nor  any  thorn,  they  leave 
To-morrow  till  to-morrow  comes. 

Who  gathers  all,  would  gather  more ; 

Who  little  hath,  hath  need  of  none ; 
Who  wins  a  race  will  long  to  win 

Another  that  is  never  won. 
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I  fling  me  in  the  grass,  content 

That  not  a  blade  belongs  to  me, 
And  take  no  thought  for  mowing  days,  — 

A  vagrant  wed  to  vagrancy. 

HIRAM  RICH. 
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THE  yellow  goldenrod  is  dressed 

In  gala-day  attire ; 
The  glowing  redweed  by  the  fence 

Shines  like  a  crimson  fire  ; 
And  from  the  hot  field's  farthest  edge 

The  cricket's  soft  refrain 
With  mellow  accent  tells  the  tale 

That  August's  here  again. 

In  shining  blue  the  aster  wild 

Unfolds  her  petals  fair ; 
The  clematis,  upreaching,  seeks 

To  clasp  and  kiss  the  air ; 
The  brilliant  poppy  flaunts  her  head 

Amidst  the  ripening  grain, 
And  adds  her  voice  to  swell  the  song 

That  August's  here  again. 

The  dusty  thistle  by  the  road 

Scatters  a  silvery  spray ; 
The  sun  pours  down  his  scorching  beams 

Upon  the  fainting  day ; 
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The  blackberry  vine  bends  with  its  weight 

Of  fruit  down  in  the  lane, 
And  adds  its  testimony,  too, 

That  August's  here  again. 

The  wild  hop,  from  the  young  elm's  bough, 

Sways  on  the  languid  breeze 
And  here  and  there  the  autumn  tints 

Gleam  faintly  through  the  trees. 
All  Nature  helps  to  swell  the  song 

And  chant  the  same  refrain ; 
July  and  June  have  slipped  away 

And  August's  here  again. 

HELEN  MARIA  WINSLOW. 
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HOMELY,  forgotten  flower, 
Under  the  rose's  bower, 

Plain  as  a  weed, 
Thou  the  half-summer  long, 
Waitest  and  waxest  strong, 
Even  as  waits  a  song 

Till  men  shall  heed. 

Then,  when  the  lilies  die, 
And  the  carnations  lie 
In  spicy  death, 
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Over  thy  bushy  sprays 
Burst  with  a  sudden  blaze 
Stars  of  the  Aujust  days 
With  autumn's  breath. 

Fain  would  the  calyx  hold  ; 
But  splits,  and  half  the  gold 

Spills  lavishly  : 
Frost,  that  the  rose  appals, 
Wastes  not  thy  coronals, 
Till  summer's  lustre  falls 

And  fades  in  thee. 

BAYARD  TAYLOR. 
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FILL  the  swift  days  full,  my  dear, 

Since  life  is  fleet : 
Love,  and  hold  Love  fast,  my  dear, 

He  is  so  sweet. 

Sweetest,  dearest,  fleetest  comer, 
Fledgling  of  the  sudden  summer. 

Love,  but  not  too  well,  my  dear, 

When  skies  are  grey, 
And  the  autumn  winds  are  here, 

Love  will  away. 

Fleetest,  vaguest,  farthest  rover 
When  the  summer's  warmth  is  over. 

LOUISE  CHANDLER  MOULTON. 
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BEFORE   THE  SUMMER  SHOWER. 

PALE  shivering  in  the  leaves 
Whispers  of  rainy  wind  on  scorching  days, 
Before  the  summer  showers  on  meads  athirst 
Awaken  hushed  and  grateful  murmurings. 

THOMAS  WOOLNER. 
Tirtsiat, 
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BEFORE  the  stout  harvesters  falleth  the  grain, 
As  when   the   strong   stormwind   is   reaping   the 

plain ; 

And  loiters  the  boy  in  the  briery  lane ; 
But  yonder  aslant  comes  the  silvery  rain, 
Like  a  long  line  of  spears  brightly  burnished  and 
tall. 

Adown  the  white  highway,  like  cavalry  fleet, 
It  dashes  the  dust  with  its  numberless  feet. 
Like  a  murmurless  school,  in  their  leafy  retreat, 
The  wild  birds  sit  listening  the  drops  round  them 

beat; 
And  the  boy  crouches  close  to  the  blackberry  wall. 

The  swallows  alone  take  the  storm  on  their  wing, 
And,  taunting  the  tree-sheltered  laborers,  sing. 
Like  pebbles   the   rain   breaks   the   face    of   the 
spring, 
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While  a  bubble  darts  up  from  each  widening  ring ; 
And  the  boy,  in  dismay,  hears  the  loud  shower  fall. 

Bui  soon  are  the  harvesters  tossing  the  sheaves ; 
The  robin  darts  out  from  its  bower  of  leaves ; 
The  wren  peereth  forth  from   the   moss-covered 

eaves ; 

And   the   rain-spattered   urchin   now  gladly  per- 
ceives 
That  the  beautiful  bow  bendeth  over  them  all. 

THOMAS  BUCHANAN  READ. 


AUGUST. 

A  SUN-BROWNED  gypsy,  whose  pink  finger-tips 
Are  stained  with  juice  of  berries ;  whose  dark  eyes 
Howe'er  so  languid,  fill  men's  breasts  with  sighs ; 

Lazy  and  sweet,  with  passion-moulded  lips. 

Now  with  her  length  along  the  sand  where  ships 
Shine  through  the  mist ;  now  in  a  chaster  guise, 
And  making  meek  pretences  to  be  wise, 

In  some  fair  shade  she  holds  a  book,  and  sips 

New  wine  from  brier  chalice.     Loitering  now 
In  forests  deep,  she  fans  herself  with  ferns ; 
Or  straying  where  her  own  true  color  burns, 

She  binds  the  cardinal  flower  upon  her  brow; 
While  ever  near,  with  restless  beat  of  wings 
And  winnowing  whirr,  the  insect  chorus  sings. 

MRS.  MARY  FRANCES  [BARBER]  BUTTS. 
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THE  BEETLE. 

THE  shrilling  locust  slowly  sheathes 
His  dagger-voice,  and  creeps  away 
Beneath  the  brooding  leaves  where  breathes 

The  zephyr  of  the  dying  day. 
One  naked  star  has  waded  through 
The  purple  shallows  of  the  night, 
And  faltering  as  falls  the  dew 
It  drips  its  misty  light. 
O'er  garden-blooms, 
On  tides  of  musk, 

The  beetle  booms  adown  the  glooms 
And  bumps  along  the  dusk. 

The  katydid  is  rasping  at 

The  silence  from  the  tangled  broom  : 
On  drunken  wings  the  flitting  bat 

Goes  staggering  athwart  the  gloom  ; 
The  toadstool  bulges  through  the  weeds, 

And  lavishly  to  left  and  right 
The  fireflies,  like  golden  seeds, 
Are  sown  about  the  night. 
O'er  slumbrous  blooms, 

On  floods  of  musk, 
The  beetle  booms  adown  the  glooms 
And  bumps  along  the  dusk. 

The  primrose  flares  its  baby-4iands 
Wide  open,  as  the  empty  moon, 
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Slow  lifted  from  the  underlands, 

Drifts  up  the  azure-arched  lagoon : 
The  shadows  on  the  garden  walk 

Are  frayed  with  rifts  of  silver  light ; 
And  trickling  down  the  poppy-stalk, 
The  dewdrop  streaks  the  night. 
O'er  folded  blooms, 

On  swirls  of  musk, 
The  beetle  booms  adown  the  glooms 
And  bumps  along  the  dusk. 

JAMES  WHITCOMB  RILEY. 


AN  A  UGUST  DA  Y. 

AN  August  day !  a  dreamy  haze 

Films  air,  and  mingles  with  the  skies : 
Sweetly  the  rich  dark  sunshine  plays, 

Bronzing  each  object  where  it  lies. 
Outlines  are  melted  in  the  gauze 

That  Nature  veils ;  the  fitful  breeze 
From  the  thick  pine,  low  murmuring  draws, 

Then  dies  in  flutterings  midst  the  trees. 
The  bee  is  slumbering  in  the  thistle, 
And,  now  and  then,  a  broken  whistle 
A  tread  —  a  hum  —  a  tap  —  is  heard 

Through  the  dry  leaves,  in  grass  and  bush, 
As  insect,  animal  and  bird 

Rouse,  brief  from  their  lethargic  hush. 
Then,  e'en  these  pleasant  sounds  would  cease, 
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And  a  dead  stillness  all  things  lock, 
The  aspen  seem  like  sculptured  rock, 
And  not  a  tassel-thread  be  shaken 
The  monarch-pine's  deep  trance  to  waken, 

And  Nature  settle  prone  in  drowsy  peace. 

The  misty  blue,  —  the  distant  masses, 
The  air,  in  woven  purple  glimmering, 

The  shiver  transiently  that  passes 

Over  the  leaves,  as  though  each  tree 

Gave  one  brief  sigh  —  the  slumberous  shimmering 
Of  the  red  light  —  invested  seem 
With  some  sweet  charm,  that  soft,  serene, 
Mellows  the  gold  —  the  blue  —  the  green 

Into  mild  tempered  harmony, 

And  melts  the  sounds  that  intervene, 

As  scarce  to  break  the  quiet,  till  we  deem 

Nature    herself    transformed    to    that  of    Fancy's 

dream. 

ALFRED  BILLINGS  STREET. 


SWEET  FERN. 

THE  subtle  power  in  perfume  found 
Nor  priest  nor  sibyl  vainly  learned ; 

On  Grecian  shrine  or  Aztec  mound 
No  censer  idly  burned. 

That  power  the  old-time  worships  knew, 
The  Corybantes'  frenzied  dance, 
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The  Pythian  priestess  swooning  through 
The  wonderland  of  trance. 

And  Nature  holds,  in  wood  and  field, 

Her  thousand  sunlit  censers  still ; 
To  spells  of  flower  and  shrub  we  yield 

Against  or  with  our  will. 

I  climbed  a  hill-path  strange  and  new 
With  slow  feet,  pausing  at  each  turn ; 

A  sudden  waft  of  west  wind  blew 
The  breath  of  the  sweet  fern. 

That  fragrance  from  my  vision  swept 

The  alien  landscape  ;  in  its  stead, 
Up  fairer  hills  of  youth  I  stepped, 

As  light  of  heart  as  tread. 

I  saw  my  boyhood's  lakelet  shine 

Once  more  through  rifts  of  woodland  shade ; 
I  knew  my  river's  winding  line 

By  morning  mist  betrayed. 

With  me  June's  freshness,  lapsing  brook, 

Murmurs  of  leaf  and  bee,  the  call 
Of  birds,  and  one  in  voice  and  look 

In  keeping  with  them  all. 

A  fern  beside  the  way  we  went 

She  plucked,  and  smiling,  held  it  up, 
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While  from  her  hand  the  wild,  sweet  scent 
I  drank  as  from  a  cup. 

O  potent  witchery  of  smell ! 

The  dust-dry  leaves  to  life  return, 
And  she  who  plucked  them  owns  the  spell 

And  lifts  her  ghostly  fern. 

Or  sense  or  spirit  ?     Who  shall  say 

What  touch  the  chord  of  memory  thrills  ? 

It  passed,  and  left  the  August  day 
Ablaze  on  lonely  hills. 

JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 


EVENING  AT  PONTE  AL  MARE,  PISA. 

THE  sun  is  set ;  the  swallows  are  asleep ; 

The  bats  are  flitting  fast  in  the  grey  air; 
The  slow  soft  toads  out  of  damp  corners  creep ; 

And  evening's  breath,  wandering  here  and  there 
Over  the  quivering  surface  of  the  stream, 
Wakes  not  one  ripple  from  its  summer  dream. 

There  is  no  dew  on  the  dry  grass  to-night, 
Nor  damp  within  the  shadow  of  the  trees : 

The  wind  is  intermitting,  dry  and  light ; 

And  in  the  inconstant  motion  of  the  breeze 

The  dust  and  straws  are  driven  up  and  down, 

And  whirled  about  the  pavement  of  the  town. 
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The  chasm  in  which  the  sun  has  sunk  is  shut 

By  darkest  bars  of  cinereous  cloud, 
Like  mountain  over  mountain  huddled,  but 

Growing  and  moving  upwards  in  a  crowd ; 
And  over  it  a  space  of  watery  blue, 
Which  the  keen  evening  star  is  shining  through. 

PERCY  BYSSHE  SHELLEY. 


DROUGHT. 

FOR  rain,  for  rain  the  parched  lands  cry, 
Reproachful  to  the  cloudless  sky. 
The  hot  white  fields  in  light  are  blinking, 
The  rivers  in  their  beds  are  shrinking. 

For  rest,  for  rest  the  weary  cry 
That  watch  from  dark  to  dawn  the  sky ; 
A  little  sleep  their  limbs  are  craving, 
A  little  rest  from  ceaseless  raving. 

God  gives  in  His  good  time  the  rain, 
And  sends  the  sick  man  peace  for  pain ; 
But  while  we  wait  His  gracious  sending, 
Alas  !  the  sad  days  seem  unending. 

Yet,  when  the  evening  comes,  the  dew 
Brings  to  the  fields  a  fragrance  new ; 
And  loving  smiles  at  day's  returning 
Will  soothe  awhile  the  sick  man's  yearning. 

FRANCIS  WILLIAM  BOURDILLON. 
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SUMMER. 

FAIR  summer  droops,  droop  men  and  beasts  there- 
fore ; 

So  fair  a  summer  never  look  for  more  ; 

All  good  things  vanish  less  than  in  a  day, 

Peace,  plenty,  pleasure,  suddenly  decay. 

Go  not  yet  away,  bright  soul  of  the  sad  year, 
The  earth  is  hell  when  thou  leav'st  to  appear. 

What !  shall  these  flowers  that  decked  thy  garland 

erst 

Upon  thy  grave  be  wastefully  dispersed  ? 
O  trees,  consume  your  sap  in  sorrow's  source, 
Streams,  turn  to  tears  your  tributary  course. 

Go  not  yet  away,  bright  soul  of  the  sad  year, 
The  earth  is  hell  when  thou  leav'st  to  appear. 

THOMAS  NASH. 
Summer's  Last  Will  and  Testament. 


EVENING  IN  VENICE. 

IN  the  spell  of  summer  evenings,  'neath  the  light 

of  mellow  moons, 
Glide   the   gondoliers   of  Venice    dimly  down   the 

blue  lagoons : 
O  the  songs  that  melt  along  those  purling  streets 

beyond  the  sea ! 

O  the  sweet  Italian  twilights  !     O  the  land  of  Italy  ! 

SAMUEL  MILLER  HAGEMAN. 
Silence. 
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POPPIES  ON  THE    WHEAT. 

ALONG  Ancona's  hills  the  shimmering  heat, 
A  tropic  tide  of  air  with  ebb  and  flow, 
Bathes  all  the  fields  of  wheat  until  they  glow 
Like  flashing  seas  of  green,  which  toss  and  beat 
Around  the  vines.     The  poppies  lithe  and  fleet 
Seem  running,  fiery  torchmen,  to  and  fro 
To  mark  the  shore.     The  farmer  does  not  know 
That  they  are  there.     He  walks  with  heavy  feet, 
Counting  the  bread  and  wine  by  autumn's  gain, 
But  I,  —  I  smile  to  think  that  days  remain 

Perhaps  to  me  in  which,  though  bread  be  sweet 
No  more,  and  red  wine  warm  my  blocd  in  vain, 
I  shall  be  glad  remembering  how  the  fleet, 
Lithe  poppies  ran  like  torchmen  with  the  wheat. 
MRS.  HELEN  MARIA  [FISKE]  [HUNT]  JACKSON. 


AUGUST. 

BUTTERCUPS  nodded  and  said  "  Good-bye  !  " 

Clover  and  daisy  went  off  together, 
But  the  fragrant  water  lilies  lie 

Yet  moored  in  the  golden  August  weather. 

The  swallows  chatter  about  their  flight, 
The  cricket  chirps  like  a  rare  good  fellow, 

The  asters  twinkle  in  clusters  bright, 

While  the  corn  grows  ripe  and  the  apples  mellow. 
MRS.  CELIA  [LAIGIITUN]  THAXTER. 


QO  THE  BUTTEKFLY. 

GOLDENROD  AND  ASTERS. 

SOME  gaudy  prince  has  stayed  here  over-night : 
For  look,  the  roadside  gleams  in  splendor  bright 
With  gold-embroidered  plumes  that  decked  his  train, 
While  stars  of  purple  amethyst,  like  rain, 
Have  fallen  from  his  robes. 

Mayhap  he  grew 

Weary  of  rioting,  and  straightway  threw 
His  gorgeousness  away ;  then,  smiling,  went 
Clad  in  humility  and  sweet  content, 
With  tender  lips  and  eyes,  and  open  palms, 
To  ask  for  and,  receiving,  to  give  alms ; 
While  the  rich  garments  that  he  laid  aside, 
Symbols  of  earthly  glory  and  of  pride, 
The  mighty  grace  of  some  strange  sylvan  god 
Has  changed  to  asters  and  to  goldenrod. 

JAMES  BERRY  BENSEL. 


THE  BUTTERFLY. 

VIATOR  loquitur : 
"  Royal  in  purple  and  gold  and  red, 

Free,  and  unknowing  sorrow, 
Blithely  and  lithely  to  and  fro, 
With  flowers  for  thy  choosing  still  a-blow, 

Flaunt  through  the  idle  noon  : 
But  the  day  is  short  and  the  summer  sped, 

And  alas  for  the  end  of  joy  so  soon ; 
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The  days  are  short  and  the  rose  is  dead, 
And  thou  wilt  be  dying  to-morrow." 

Butterfly  loquitur: 
"  Sunshine  and  blossoms  are  on  my  way  ; 

What  is  thy  talk  of  sorrow  ? 
Blithe  on  the  wing  with  flowers  for  rest, 
Hither  and  thither  as  likes  me  best : 

Oh,  the  joy  of  the  while  ! 
Minutes  are  many  to  bask  and  to  play, 

The  earth  is  glad  and  the  blue  skies  smile ; 
Minutes  are  many  and  joy  is  to-day ; 
Dying  is  far  till  to-morrow." 

MRS.  AUGUSTA  [DAVIES]  WEBSTER. 


A   SUMMER  SONG. 

ADOWN  the  river  the  sunbeams  quiver 

In  golden  glory  on  wave  and  tree ; 
And  through  their  shifting  our  boat  goes  drifting, 

Away,  away,  to  the  great  grey  sea. 
So,  idly  floating,  we  glide,  unnoting 

The  slanting  rays  on  the  peaceful  stream, 
And,  quite  forgetting  the  near  sunsetting, 

We  are  all  content  to  drift  and  dream. 

O  eyes  I  sing  to, 
O  hand  I  cling  to, 
O  heart  as  true  as  a  heart  can  be  ! 
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May  we  keep  together 
In  any  weather 
And  Love  be  pilot  across  the  sea. 

O  Love,  whose  smiling,  the  time  beguiling, 

Is  sweet  to  dream  of  and  sweet  to  see  ; 
Through  life's  brief  story  of  summer  glory 

The  river  of  time  bears  you  and  me 
Past  hill  and  meadow,  through  sun  and  shadow, 

With  scarcely  a  thought  of  the  nearing  sea ; 
O  days  are  fleetest  when  life  is  sweetest, 

With  earth  so  glad  what  shall  Heaven  be  ? 

O  eyes  I  sing  to, 

O  hand  I  cling  to, 
O  heart  as  true  as  a  heart  can  be ! 

May  we  keep  together 

In  any  weather 
And  Love  be  pilot  across  the  sea. 

EBEN  EUGENE  REXFORD. 


A    QUIET  NOOK  FOR  SUMMER  HOURS. 

AN  idle  sort  of  place,  where  all  day  long 

It  seems  like  evening  with  the  day's  work  done, 

Where  men  haste  not,  because  there  is  no  haste, 

And  toil  but  little,  for  they've  little  need ; 

A  restful  corner,  where  the  August  breeze, 

From  softly  listening,  finger  on  the  lip, 
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At  length  from  listlessness  falls  fast  asleep, 

Till  there  is  no  sound  heard  save,  now  and  then, 

Low  thunder  of  a  wagon  on  the  bridge, 

Some  shrill  cicada  from  his  citadel 

Beneath  a  thistle,  challenging  the  noon, 

The  whet  of  scythe  and  heavy  hoist  of  sail, 

The  dip  of  unseen  oars,  monotonous, 

And  softly-breathing  waves  that  doze  below, 

Too  weak  to  more  than  turn  themselves,  complain, 

And  doze  again. 

GEORGE  WASHINGTON  WRIGHT  HOUGHTON. 
Alongshore. 


NOON  IN  AUGUST. 

HIGH  noon  in  August!  over  all  the  land 

The  very  air  is  palpitant  with  heat ; 

While  stretching  far,  the  fields  of  ripening  wheat 
Unrippled  lie  as  plains  of  yellow  sand  ! 
By  shrunken  brooks  the  iris  leans  unfanned 

Of  any  zephyr,  and  the  herds  retreat 

To  shaded  pools  and  wood-paths  cool  and  sweet. 
Now  rests  from  toil  the  reaper,  tired  and  tanned, 
And  the  wide  landscape  in  a  languorous  swoon 

Lies  as  if  bound  by  some  enchanter's  spell ; 
The  robin  intermits  his  cheery  tune, 

And  roams  no  more  by  fragrant  croft  and  dell 
The  vagrant  bee,  but  all  the  sultry  noon 

Sleeps,  perfume-drunken,  in  the  lily's  bell. 

HENRY  SYLVESTER  CORNWELL. 
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DREAMING  IN  LIVING. 

ZuA(or<!j  jiiv  iftlv  b  T&V  arpoTrov  mvov  luuuv 
'EcJu/attoy, 

THEOCRITUS. 

CALM  sleeps  the  hill  this  August  day, 
And  warm  on  its  silent  bosom  I  stay. 

Over  this  stretch  of  upland  green, 
Through  all  the  summer  afternoon, 

In  fluttering  garb  of  sunlit  sheen, 
I've  watched  the  Hours,  in  dreamy  swoon, 

Sweep  out  beyond  the  wooded  crest, 
And  trail  in  stately  line  to  rest 

Afar  in  the  deep,  mysterious  west. 

Down  to  the  cliff  the  hillside  rolls 

From  where  great  elms  croon  over  me ; 

And,  trembling  out  from  cavernous  holes, 
Booms  the  long,  throbbing  summer  sea ; 

Cicadas  in  the  copses  sing; 

The  bell-shaped  cups  of  wild  flowers  ring ; 

And  echoes  of  ocean  the  humming-bees  bring. 

Ah  me,  all  this  were  sweet  and  fair, 
This  hill,  dream-steeped  in  summer  air ; 

Ah  me,  this  all  were  fair  and  sweet, 
This  cliff,  sea-struck  with  mournful  beat ;  — 

If  life  were  an  August  afternoon, 
Or  a  summer  night  with  a  full-orbed  moon, 

Or,  —  were  dreaming  in  living  our  only  boon. 
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But  ever  the  Hours  pass  over  the  crest, 
And  we  follow  them  on  to  their  certain  rest, 
Afar  in  the  deep  mysterious  west. 

WILLIAM  MORTON  FULLERTON. 


THE  HUMMING-BIRD. 

POISED  in  a  sheeny  mist 

Of  the  dust  of  bloom, 
Clasped  to  the  poppy's  breast  and  kissed, 
Baptized  in  violet  perfume 

From  foot  to  plume  ! 

Zephyr  loves  thy  wings 

Above  all  lovable  things, 

And  brings  them  gifts  with  rapturous  murmurings  : 
Thine  is  the  golden  reach  of  blooming  hours ; 

Spirit  of  flowers ! 

Music  follows  thee, 

And,  continually, 

Thy  life  is  changed  and  sweetened  happily, 
Having  no  more  than  roseleaf  shade  of  gloom, 

O  bird  of  bloom  1 

Thou  art  a  winged  thought 

Of  tropical  hours, 

With  all  the  tropic's  rare  bloom-splendor  fraught, 
Surcharged  with  beauty's  indefinable  powers, 

Angel  of  flowers ! 

JAMES  MAURICE  THOMPSON. 
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THE  SPIDER. 

SPINNER  of  the  silken  snare, 
Fell  Arachne  in  your  lair, 
Tell  me,  if  your  powers  can  tell, 
How  you  do  your  work  so  well ! 

Weaving  on  in  light  and  dark, 
Segment  and  concentric  arc, 
Lace-like,  gossamer  designs, 
Strict  to  geometric  lines, 

Perfect  to  the  utmost  part, 
Occult,  exquisite  of  art,  — 
How  are  all  these  wonders  bred 
In  your  atom  of  a  head  ? 

Propositions  here  involved 
Wit  of  man  has  never  solved ; 
Demonstrations  hard  to  find 
Are  as  crystal  to  your  mind. 

How,  in  deepest  dungeon  glooms, 
Do  your  Liliputian  looms 
Work  such  miracles  as  these, — 
Faultless,  fairy  filigrees  ? 

Careless  flies  that  hither  flit 
Come  to  die ;  but  there  you  sit, 
Feeling  with  your  fingers  fine 
Each  vibrating,  pulse-like  line ; 
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Eager  to  anticipate 
Hourly  messages  of  fate  : 
Funeral  telegrams  that  say, 
Here  is  feasting  one  more  day ! 

Spider,  only  He  can  tell 
How  you  do  your  work  so  well 
Who  in  life's  mysterious  ways 
Knows  the  method  of  the  maze. 

HENRY  SYLVESTER  CORNWELL. 


GOLDENROD. 

I'VE  reached  the  land  of  Goldenrod, 
Afar  I  see  it  wave  and  nod. 
But  yesterday  in  fiery  street 
I  heard  the  tramp  of  tired  feet ; 
Now,  on  the  heart  of  August  noon, 
Wood-waters  lapse  in  rippling  tune. 
The  curtains  of  the  mossy  burn 
Wear  fringes  deep  of  fragrant  fern, 
The  arches  of  its  shining  sluice 
Are  slender  spirals  of  the  spruce. 
While  far  above  I  see  them  stir 
The  lances  of  the  stately  fir ; 
And  on  the  down  —  I  see  it  nod 
And  beckon  me  —  the  goldenrod. 

•        ••>>.< 

MRS.  MARY  ANN  [CLEMMER]  HUDSON. 
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A  UGUST  NOONDA  Y. 

THE  murmurings  of  earth  are  quieted ; 

The  woods  are  still,  the  streamlets  voiceless  glide ; 

A  mist  lies  languid  on  the  mountain  side, 
Where  all  the  hot  and  fainting  clouds  have  fled 
From  heaven's  infinitude.     The  lily's  head 

Droops  'neath  the  ardent  gaze  of  summertide, 

And  in  the  cooling  shadows  seek  to  hide 
The  sleepy  flowers  of  the  garden  bed. 
The  air  is  tranced,  and  Nature  lies  a-dreaming : 

Even  the  ripples  on  the  lake,  that  move 

At  scarce  a  breath,  now  are  becalmed.     Above, 
Around,  beneath,  is  but  the  drowsy  seeming 
Of  smoky  skies,  and  dim  red  sunlight  streaming. 

All  is  at  rest.     Why  sleepless  thou,  O  Love  ? 

HENRY  TYRRELL. 


THE  AUGUST  WIND. 

IN  the  parching  August  wind 

Cornfields  bow  the  head, 
Sheltered  in  round  valley  depths, 

On  low  hills  outspread. 
Early  leaves  drop  loitering  down 

Weightless  on  the  breeze, 
First  fruits  of  the  year's  decay 

From  the  withering  trees. 

CHRISTINA  GEORGINA  ROSSETTI. 
A  Year's  Windfalls. 
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MID-AUGUST  MIDNIGHT. 

How  deep  the  summer  night  and  dark  1 
The  firefly  flashed  along  his  arc 
From  reach  to  reach  of  the  dim  shore, 
While  the  boat  hung  upon  the  oar, 
And  like  some  strange  rich  atmosphere 
Of  bliss  and  of  delicious  fear, 
All  the  warm  shadow  of  the  wood 
Closed  round  them  in  that  solitude : 
Two  spirits  pausing  in  their  flight, 
For  whom  the  world  was  made  that  night. 

How  deep  the  summer  night  and  sweet ! 

Faint  wafts  of  odors  incomplete, 

From  late  and  lingering  wild-rose  sprays, 

From  piny  depths  of  forest  ways, 

Stole  o'er  the  water.     As  they  went 

The  dewy  branch  above  them  bent 

And  showered  a  dusky  rain  whose  spheres 

Broke  into  fragrance,  honeyed  tears 

That  with  wild  essence  everywhere 

Made  heavier  all  the  heavy  air. 

How  deep  the  summer  night  and  still ! 
No  breath  the  drooping  leaf  to  thrill, 
Remote  the  great  sea  made  its  moan, 
They  heard  no  murmur  of 'its  tone  ; 
They  only  heard,  across  the  hush, 
Half  song,  half  sleep,  a  dreaming  thrush, 
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And  from  recesses  farther  still 
The  lone  cry  of  the  whippoonvill ; 
They  only  heard  their  own  hearts  beat, 
That  night  so  still,  so  dark,  so  sweet. 

How  deep  the  summer  night  and  dark ! 
Below,  the  young  moon  drowned  her  spark 
In  slumberous  waters.     Near  and  far 
Hung  round  them  skies  without  a  star. 
Two  spirits  half  alight  were  they, 
Next  instant  plunging  far  away 
To  other  stars  ?     Or,  breast  to  breast, 
Were  they  two  lovers  just  confessed, 
Joy  swinging  at  high-water  mark, 
That  night  so  sweet,  so  still,  so  dark  ! 

MRS.  HARRIET  ELIZABETH  [PRESCOTT]  SPOFFORD. 


THE  LOCUST. 

VOICE  of  summer,  hidden  from  the  eye 
In  the  sunny  tree's  green  privacy, 

Fiery  locust,  —  shrill  again,  again  ! 
Drunk  with  sunshine,  —  free  of  work  and  care, 
Happy  idler,  while  the  world  is  fair, 
Sing  to  us  from  out  thy  leafy  lair, 

Praise  of  idleness  to  soothe  our  pain. 

What  is  hotter  than  that  voice  of  thine  ! 
Like  a  sunbeam  stinging  sharp  and  fine 
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Through  the  inmost  chambers  of  the  brain ; 
Burning  with  the  noonday's  sultry  glare, 
Shining  dust  and  glassy  simmering  air, 
Skies  of  brass,  blear  sands,  and  deserts  bare, 

Is  the  fierce  sirocco  of  thy  strain. 

Though  the  blinds  are  shut  and  all  the  room 
Shrouded  in  a  cool,  half-gloom, 

Thy  shrill  voice  the  burning  outworld  sings, 
While  the  figtree  scratches  at  the  blind, 
And  the  shadow  of  the  grape  spray,  twined 
Round  the  balcony,  with  every  wind 

Moves  across  the  casement  as  it  swings. 

Ah !  how  sweet  that  dear  Italian  tune 
Thou  art  singing.     In  the  burning  noon 

Dreams  the  shepherd  by  the  ruined  tomb, 
On  his  staff  he  leans,  the  while  his  sheep 
Round  the  wall's  scant  shadow  nibbling  creep, 
And  the  bearded  goats  rear  up  and  peep 

Through  the  rifts  and  browse  the  poppy's  bloom. 

In  the  fields  the  peasant  feels  the  sun, 
Beating  more  intolerably  down 

While  thou  singest,  —  as  he  panting  stands, 
Breast-high  in  the  grain,  or  hid  between 
Trellised  vines  that  o'er  their  cany  screen 
Topple,  waving  all  their  thick-leaved  green, 

Plucking  purple  grapes  with  double  hands. 
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In  the  villa,  chequered  sun  and  shade 
Spot  the  broken  moss-rough  balustrade, 

And  a  silver  network  o'er  the  rail 
Flashes  from  the  basin's  quivering  tides  ; 
Through  the  grass  the  sudden  lizard  slides 
Up  the  wall,  and  stands  with  tremulous  sides, 

Gleaming  in  his  green  enameled  mail. 

Now  the  sun  the  wasp-stung  nectarine  rots, 
Freckles  o'er  the  rusty  apricots, 

And  distends  the  grape's  thin  skin  with  wine ; 
Now  the  glowing  orange  drops  and  breaks, 
Apples  strain  their  tight  and  shining  cheeks, 
And  the  smooth,  green,  lazy  melon  takes 

Its  siesta  in  the  coiling  vine. 

Childhood's  voice  is  in  thy  fiery  clirr, 
Olden  summer  memories  thou  canst  stir, 

Golden  visions  we  no  more  shall  see : 
Thou  canst  bid  the  pictured  past  arise 
To  the  wanderer's  heart,  who  dying  lies, 
Far  from  home,  and  to  his  closing  eyes 

Summon  up  its  lost  felicity. 

Yes !  he  treads  again  the  garden  ground, 
Which  his  childish  feet  once  pattered  round  ; 

Where  the  clustering  oleanders  tower, 
Where,  while  rocking  on  its  flowery  stalk, 
Bees  he  prisoned  in  the  hollyhock, 
Listening  to  their  buzz  of  angry  talk, 

As  they  struggled  in  the  crumpled  flower. 
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There  the  sunflower's  shield  of  brown  and  gold, 
Flaming  in  the  noonday  gay  and  bold, 

Topples  on  its  tall  o'erburdened  stem ; 
There  the  currants  hang  their  ruddy  beads, 
There  its  flower-globes  the  hydrangea  spreads, 
There  the  spicy  pink  its  odor  sheds 

From  its  painted  petals'  fringed  hem. 

And  a  little  hand  is  in  his  own 

Whose  warm  pressure  never  more  is  known, 

Who  was  taken  in  her  childish  bloom ; 
But  those  sunny  curls  still  seem  to  float 
On  the  air  the  while  he  hears  thy  note, 
And  her  spirit  wavers  through  his  thought, 

Like  a  sunbeam  in  a  darkened  room. 

Voices  full  of  wild  and  childish  glee, 
Faces  he  again  shall  never  see, 

Are  around  him  while  thy  voice  he  hears. 
And  the  ticking  watch  ticks  not  so  loud 
In  that  silent  room  that  shutters  shroud, 
And  the  cautious  figure  o'er  him  bowed, 

Through  his  dying  eyelids  sees  the  tears. 

Chirp  away,  then,  happy  summer  guest, 
Bringing  unto  every  human  breast 

Summer  visions,  early  memories ; 
Trill  thy  gauzy  wings,  and  let  us  hear 
Through  the  noon's  intensest  atmosphere 
Thy  fine  clarion  sounding  shrilly  clear, 

Praise  of  summer  idleness  and  ease. 

WILLIAM  WETMORE  STORY. 
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REVE  DU  MIDI. 

WHEN  o'er  the  mountain  steeps 
The  hazy  noontide  creeps, 
And  the  shrill  cricket  sleeps 

Under  the  grass, 
When  soft  the  shadows  lie, 
And  clouds  sail  o'er  the  sky 
And  the  idle  winds  go  by, 
With  the  heavy  scent  of  blossoms  as  they  pass ; 

Then,  when  the  silent  stream 
Lapses  as  in  a  dream, 
And  the  water  lilies  gleam 

Up  to  the  sun  : 

When  the  hot  and  burdened  day 
Stops  on  its  downward  way, 
When  the  moth  forgets  to  play, 
And  the  plodding  ant  may  dream  her  toil  is  done  ; 

Then,  from  the  noise  of  war, 
And  the  din  of  earth  afar, 
Like  some  forgotten  star 
Dropt  from  the  sky ; 
With  the  sounds  of  love  and  fear, 
All  voices  sad  and  dear 
Banish  to  silence  drear 
The  willing  thrall  of  trances  sweet  I  lie. 

Some  melancholy  gale 
Breathes  its  mysterious  tale, 
Till  the  rose's  lips  grow  pale 
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With  her  sighs : 
And  o'er  my  thoughts  are  cast 
Tints  of  the  vanished  past, 
Glories  that  faded  fast, 
Renewed  to  splendor  in  my  dreaming  eyes. 

As  poised  on  vibrant  wings, 
Where  his  sweet  treasure  swings, 
The  honey-lover  clings 

To  the  red  flowers  : 
So,  lost  in  vivid  light, 
So,  rapt  from  day  and  night, 
I  linger  in  delight, 
Enraptured  o'er  the  vision-freighted  hours. 

MRS.  ROSE  [TERRY]  COOKE. 
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IN  August,  when  the  lake  is  low 

And  myriad  winged  things  mount  the  sedge 
Themselves  on  airs  unknown  to  throw, 

Then  downy  swallowlets  are  fledge  : 
With  needless  haste  they  veer  and  sweep 
Yet  dare  not  try  the  greater  deep. 

About  the  wavy  tops  of  trees 

They  join  the  weaving  parent  band, 

And  since  they  fear  the  sportive  breeze 
May  lilt  them  high  above  the  land, 
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They  race  unsteady  to  and  fro 
And  chirp  for  courage  as  they  go. 

But  high  above  the  yellowing  marsh 

And  plain  against  the  level  sun 
The  insects  rise.     With  twitterings  harsh 

The  elders  rush  the  prey  upon  : 
Then  swallowlets  with  ardor  thrill ; 
The  flock  has  whirled,  and  the  woods  are  still. 

CHARLES  DE  KAY. 


AUGUST. 

I  WATCH  thee,  Queen,  in  the  first  flush  of  morn, 
Walking  with  Ceres,  mid  the  ripened  corn ; 
She  whispers  subtle  secrets  in  thine  ears 
Of  earth's  great  harvests  in  the  antique  years. 

I  see  thee  through  hot  noontides  veil  thy  face 
In  the  green  shadows  of  a  sylvan  place, 
While  a  kind  dryad  slips  from  out  her  tree, 
And  fans  thee  into  slumber  dreamfully. 

I  see  thee  later  by  the  still  sea-strand, 
Summer's  last  poppy  reddening  in  thy  hand, 
And  sunset's  royal  mystery,  grand  and  fair, 
Meshed  in  the  glory  of  thy  Titian  hair  ! 

PAUL  HAMILTON  HAYNE. 
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IN  AUGUST. 

ABOVE  the  snowy  buckwheat  seas 

The  wide-winged  swallows  skyward  soar, 
Where  floods  of  amber  light  outpour 

O'er  golden  leagues  of  harvest  leas. 

The  wind  that  wooed  the  grain  at  morn, 
And  kissed  the  poppies  into  bloom, 
Has  sought  the  pinewood's  spicy  gloom 

Beyond  these  lifeless  lines  of  corn. 

Beneath  a  glowing,  fiery  zone, 
Amid  the  silent  meadow  lands, 
A  gleaming  scythe  within  his  hands, 

One  hoary  reaper  stands  alone. 

To  me  he  seems,  as  here  I  lie 

Screened  from  the  blinding  blaze  of  light, 
Like  Time,  forgetful  of  his  flight, 

Pausing  beneath  the  burning  sky. 

CLINTON  SCOLLARD. 


AUGUST  ON  THE  MOUNTAINS. 

THERE  is  sultry  gloom  on  the  mountain's  brow, 

And  a  sultry  glow  beneath  ; 
Oh,  for  a  breeze  from  the  western  sea, 
Soft  and  reviving,  sweet  and  free, 
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Over  the  shadowless  hill  and  lea, 
Over  the  barren  heath. 

There  are  clouds  and  darkness  around  God's  ways, 

And  the  noon  of  life  grows  hot ; 
And  though  His  faithfulness  standeth  fast 
As  the  mighty  mountains,  a  shroud  is  cast 
.Over  the  glory,  solemn  and  vast, 

Veiling  but  changing  it  not. 

Send  a  sweet  breeze  from  Thy  sea,  O  Lord, 

From  Thy  deep,  deep  sea  of  love ; 
Though  it  lift  not  the  veil  from  the  cloudy  height, 
Let  the  brow  grow  cool  and  the  footsteps  light, 
As  it  comes  with  holy  and  soothing  might, 

Like  the  wing  of  a  snowy  dove. 

FRANCES  RIDLEY  HAVERGAL. 
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Too  soon  so  fair,  fair  lilies ; 
To  bloom  is  then  to  wane ; 

The  folded  bud  has  still 

To-morrow  at  its  will, 
Blown  flowers  can  never  blow  again. 

Too  soon  so  bright,  bright  noontide ; 
The  sun  that  now  is  high 
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Will  henceforth  only  sink 
Towards  the  western  brink  ; 
Day  that's  at  prime  begins  to  die. 

Too  soon  so  rich,  ripe  summer, 
For  autumn  tracks  thee  fast ; 

Lo,  death-marks  on  the  leaf ! 

Sweet  summer,  and  my  grief ; 
For  summer  come  is  summer  past. 

Too  soon,  too  soon,  lost  summer ; 
Some  hours  and  thou  art  o'er. 

Ah !  death  is  part  of  birth : 

Summer  leaves  not  the  earth 
But  last  year's  summer  lives  no  more. 

MRS.  AUGUSTA  [DAVIES]  WEBSTER. 


SUMMER  SUN. 

GREAT  is  the  sun,  and  wide  he  goes 
Through  empty  heaven  without  repose ; 
And  in  the  blue  and  glowing  days 
More  thick  than  rain  he  showers  his  rays. 

Though  closer  still  the  blinds  we  pull 
To  keep  the  shady  parlor  cool, 
Yet  he  will  find  a  chink  or  two 
To  slip  his  golden  fingers  through. 
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The  dusty  attic  spider-clad, 
He,  through  the  keyhole,  maketh  glad ; 
And  through  the  broken  edge  of  tiles, 
Into  the  laddered  hayloft  smiles. 

Meantime  his  golden  face  around 
He  bares  to  all  the  garden  ground, 
And  sheds  a  warm  and  glittering  look 
Among  the  ivy's  inmost  nook. 

Above  the  hills,  along  the  blue, 
Round  the  bright  air  with  footing  true, 
To  please  the  child,  to  paint  the  rose, 
The  gardener  of  the  world,  he  goes. 

ROBERT  Louis  STEVENSON. 

A  Child's  Garden  of  Verses. 
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.         .         .         Lo,  have  ye  seen  the  corn, 
While  yet  men  grind  the  sickle,  by  the  wind-streak 

overborne 

When  the  sudden  rain  sweeps  downward,  and  sum- 
mer groweth  black, 

And  the  smitten  woodside  roareth,  'neath  the  driving 
thunder- wrack  ? 

WILLIAM  MORRIS. 
The  Story  of  Sigurd  the  Volsung. 
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THE   TURN  OF  SUMMER. 

LAST  night  the  scented  air  of  summer  brought  us 

sleep  . 

Of  summer  at  the  full.     The  passion  flower 
Flared  open  on  the  vine ;  the  blood-red  rose 
Drank  the  midsummer  dew  and  was  not  satisfied. 
The  present  time  was  all,  —  earth  held  no  promises 
Since  pleasure's  wishes  were  completely  filled. 
With  dawn  a  languor  sways  the  breeze,  a  softness 

clings 
About  the   landscape,  while   the   year,  with   fickle 

pulse 

Weary  of  bloom,  begins  to  live  for  fruit. 
Hope  now  is  born  at  turning  of  the  tide, 
And  spreads  her  lure  along  the  gauzy  lines 
Of  spiderwebs  between  the  blades  of  grass. 
But  nowhere  startles  us  a  sudden  change  ; 
New  buds  are  bursting  by  the  dropping  flowers, 
And  birds,  plumed  for  the  south,  pipe  'fresh  their 

songs 

That  rise  upon  the  low  sweet  summer  gale 
As  bubbles  through  the  amber  wine  ascend. 
The  business  of  the  summer  still  goes  on, 
And  yet  the  Fall  is  here.     The  turn  has  come ; 
Night-hidden  messengers  have  touched  the  scene  ; 
And,  in  the  morning,  when  we  greet,  we  say 
"  My  love,  my  dear,  the  summer  days  have  been." 

AUGUSTUS  RADCLIKFE  GROTE. 
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THE  FIRST  BREATH  OF  AUTUMN. 

I  HEARD  a  voice  of  autumn  in  the  trees 

Calling  to  me,  who  in  far  summer  lands 
Dwelt  and  made  merry.     In  the  fragrant  ease 

Of  the  unpeopled  uplands,  on  the  sands 

Of  Proteus'  home,  I  had  cast  off  the  bands 
Which  bound  me  to  my  fellows  and  their  cares, 
Living,  as  'twere,  in  Eden  unawares, 

Entranced  by  music  of  the  salty  strands  ; 
The  morning  birds  there  cheated  morning  air 

To  linger,  till  the  silent  breast  of  noon 
Laid  her  rich  warmth  upon  the  dear  earth's  heart, 

And  lingered  there  in  turn,  till  sunset,  soon 
Grown  angry,  called  her  swiftly  to  depart ; 

Thus  loite-ring,  heard  I  Autumn  cry,  "  Prepare." 
MRS.  ANNIE  [ADAMS]  FIELDS. 


FADING  INTO   CHANGE. 

A  GRADUAL  failing  in  the  summer  light ; 

Bright  sunsets  dying  in  the  crimson  west ; 
Brown  leaves  that  fall  in  the  quiet  autumn  night ; 

A  swift  decay  in  flowers  we  love  the  best ; 

A  flush  of  life,  slow-deepening  into  rest ; 
A  wintry  wind  beneath  a  threatening  sky ; 
Snowflakes  that  fall,  and  gather,  and  then  die. 

Spring,  with  its  changing  winds  and  leafy  vest ; 
Full  summer,  with  its  wealth  of  flowers  that  lie 

Sparkling  like  gems  upon  a  monarch's  crest ; 
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Then  round  to  autumn.     So  our  brief  years  fly, 

So  run  our  days.     Sometimes  in  sunshine  drest, 
And  oft  in  cloud.     So  fleeteth  fitfully 
Each  little  life  into  the  great  eternity. 

MRS.  JESSIE  CUNNINGHAM  [MYLNE]  HOWDEN. 
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SOFT  voices  of  the  woods,  that  make 

The  summer  air  a  harmony, 
Winged  whispers  through  the  leaves  where  wake 

Long  wind-wafts  dying  in  a  sigh, 
Replies  of  birds  from  brake  to  brake, 

Plash  of  the  runnel  on  its  stones, 
Soft  voices,  sweet  for  summer's  sake, 

There  is  a  word  in  all  your  tones, 
A  word  that  not  till  now  ye  spake, 

"  Goodbye,  goodbye." 

And  yet,  see,  dearest,  overhead 

The  branches  bar  a  sultry  sky, 
No  earliest  fleck  of  tanned  or  red 

Mid  all  the  leafage  far  and  nigh, 
And,  with  their  serried  curves  outspread, 

The  fresh  green  fern-fronds  knew  no  frost. 
Nought  gone  ;  but  still  some  grace  is  dead  : 

Nought  changed ;  but  still  some  hope  is  lost : 
Listen,  and  every  voice  has  said, 

"  Goodbye,  goodbye." 
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We  shall  not  see  the  summer  wane, 

But,  with  a  start  of  memory, 
When  the  long  chills  have  come  again, 

Awake  and  know  that  it  did  die  : 
So  slowest  loss  is  sudden  pain  ; 

We  have  not  known  till  all  is  o'er ; 
'Tis  summer  till  the  autumn's  rain. 

Yet  there  has  stolen  long  before 
That  sadness  through  some  sweetest  strain, 

"  Goodbye,  goodbye." 

Ah,  love,  hear  all  the  thought  that  grew  ; 

Mock  it  away ;  I'll  mock  it,  I : 
Summer,  and  I  sit  here  with  you, 

Your  great  eyes  smiling  tenderly, 
Your  silence  wooing  me  to  woo, 

A  meaning  in  your  lightest  word 
As  though  love  made  it  something  new,  — 

And  what  if  all  the  while  I  heard 
The  autumn  whisper  sighing  through, 

"  Goodbye,  goodbye." 

MRS.  AUGUSTA  [DAVIES]  WEBSTER. 
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WHITE  fleeces  load  the  deep-blue  day ; 

Long  fitful  breezes  haunt  its  calm, 
Like  sweet  thieves  flying  in  dismay 

From  far  Hesperides  of  balm  ! 
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The  giddy  bee,  with  murmur  keen, 

Reels  o'er  the  garden's  brightest  reach ; 

The  sly  wasp  hovers,  black  and  lean, 
Above  the  pink  luxurious  peach. 

No  gaudy  currents  drape  their  bough, 
Erewhile  with  luscious  crimson  twined, 

But  here  large  velvet  leaves  o'erbrow 
The  yellowing  melon's  figured  rind. 

And  here  a  pumpkin's  lazy  gold 

Has  slowly  greatened  more  and  more, 
Till  now  its  heart  might  almost  hold 
Cinderella's  coach-and-four. 

EDGAR  FAWCETT. 
Four  Days. 


THE  GRASSHOPPER. 

SHUTTLE  of  the  sunburnt  grass, 
Fifer  in  the  dun  cuirass, 
Fifing  shrilly  in  the  morn, 
Shrilly  still  at  eve  unworn ; 
Now  to  rear,  now  in  the  van, 
Gayest  of  the  elfin  clan  : 
Though  I  watch  their  rustling  flight, 
I  can  never  guess  aright 
Where  their  lodging-places  are ; 
Mid  some  daisy's  golden  star, 
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Or  beneath  a  roofing  leaf, 

Or  in  fringes  of  a  sheaf, 

Tenanted  as  soon  as  bound ! 

Loud  thy  reveille  doth  sound, 

When  the  earth  is  laid  asleep, 

And  her  dreams  are  passing  deep, 

On  mid- August  afternoons  ; 

And  through  all  the  harvest  moons, 

Nights  brimmed  up  with  honeyed  peace, 

Thy  gainsaying  doth  not  cease. 

When  the  frost  comes,  thou  art  dead ; 

We  along  the  stubble  tread, 

On  blue,  frozen  morns,  and  note 

No  least  murmurer  is  afloat : 

Wondrous  still  our  fields  are  then, 

Fifer  of  the  elfin  men  ! 

EDITH  MATILDA  THOMAS. 
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ONCE  with  a  landlord  wondrous  fine 

A  weary  guest  I  tarried, 
A  golden  pippin  was  his  sign 

Upon  a  green  branch  carried. 

Mine  host,  he  was  an  apple  tree, 
With  whom  I  took  my  leisure, 

Fine  fruit,  mellowed  juicily, 
He  gave  me  of  his  treasure. 
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There  came  to  that  same  hostel  gay, 
Fine  guests,  in  bright  adorning  : 

A  merry  feast  they  made  all  day 
And  chirped  and  slept  till  morning. 

Then,  to  rest,  my  body  laid 

On  bed  of  crimson  clover,, 
The  landlord  with  his  own  broad  shade 

Carefully  spread  me  over. 

Him,  I  called  to  bring  the  score, 

But  "  no ! "  he  grandly  boweth  ; 
Now,  root  and  fruit,  for  ever  more 

God  bless  him  while  he  groweth. 

EDWIN  ARNOLD. 


THISTLE  DOWN. 

FLY,  thistle  down,  fly 

From  my  lips  to  the  lips  that  I  love  ! 

Fly  through  the  morning  light, 

Flee  through  the  shadowy  night, 

Over  the  sea  and  the  land, 

Quick  as  the  lark 

Through  twilight  and  dark, 

Through  lightning  and  thunder ; 

Till  no  longer  asunder 

We  stand ; 

For  thy  touch  like  the  lips  of  her  lover 
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Moves  her  being  to  mine,  — 
We  are  one  in  a  swoon  divine ! 

Fly,  thistle  down,  fly 

From  my  lips  to  the  lips  that  I  love ! 

RICHARD  WATSON  GILDER. 
The  New  Day. 


WHEN  SIRIUS  SHINES. 

(RONDEAU.) 

WHEN  Sirius  shines,  a  fulgent  fire, 
And  locusts  in  a  drowsy  choir 
At  noon  within  the  maples  drone, 
And  pines  at  nightfall  make  sad  moan 
Like  waves  upon  the  rocks  of  Tyre, 
Then  strike  the  softly  sounding  lyre 
And  let  the  soaring  song  rise  higher, 
Or  fall  to  minor  monotone 

When  Sirius  shines. 

But  should  the  chiming  voices  tire, 
And  thoughts  of  past  and  vain  desire 
Refill  the  mind,  as  doves  once  flown 
Return  to  cotes  aforetime  known, 
Let  then  the  soul  to  heaven  aspire 

When  Sirius  shines. 

CLINTON  SCOLLARD. 
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A   SUMMER  NIGHT. 

A  SLEEPING  river,  coiled  among  the  hills 

Like  a  huge  serpent  wrought  in  polished  steel ; 
A  watching  moon  whose  silver  fount  distils 

Soft  floods  that  earthward  tremulously  reel ; 
Myriads  of  fireflies,  each  with  torch  a-light, 

Through  the  soft  haze  like  little  meteors  gleam, 
Their  twinkling  shadows  nestling  for  the  night 

Close  by  fair  starlets  bosomed  in  the  stream ; 

All  to  my  soul  appeareth  as  a  dream. 
Our  earth  was  never  wont  to  be  so  fair, 
Nor  ever  breathed  so  soft  an  evening  air, 

Nor  came  such  perfume  from  earth's  rarest  flowers. 

Sweetheart !  thy  beauty  fills  this  world  of  ours, 
And  Nature  is  more  sweet  for  love  of  thee. 

CHARLES  HENRY  NOYES. 


IN  AUGUST. 

AUGUST  noon 

Brightens  the  blue,  and  sunshine  bathes  with  gold 
The  slope  before  me.     In  the  faint  light  airs 
The  aspen  shakes  with  laughter,  but  the  pine 
Scarce  moves  a  tassel,  and  the  maple  turns 
The  pale  green  backs  of  its  broad  scalloped  leaves 
Lazily  over.     All  around  I  scent 
The  breath  of  ripening  things,  the  clustered  grape  ; 
The  apple  of  the  thorn,  the  mandrake's  fruit 
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Looking  like  lemons  on  each  side  its  stem, 
And  the  low  everlasting's  fragrance  rich, 
O'erpowering  all,  when  near  its  satin  leaves. 
The  mullein's  pillar,  tipped  with  golden  flowers, 
Slim  rises  upward,  and  yon  yellowbird 
Shoots  to  its  top :  a  crested  jay  has  made 
That  jointed  rush  a  pedestal,  and  couched 
Within  this  thistle's  tuft  are  three  bright  bees. 
A  fox's  den  gapes,  shelving,  by  yon  root, 
Thick  clustered  o'er  with  shrubs ;  and  this  light  track 
Tells  where  the  kine  come  winding  down  to  drink. 

ALFRED  BILLINGS  STREET. 
The  Hill  Hollow. 
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BLUE  dusk,  that  brings  the  dewy  hours, 
Brings  thee,  of  graceless  form  in  sooth, 

Dark  stumbler  at  the  roots  of  flowers, 
Flaccid,  inert,  uncouth. 

Right  ill  can  human  wonder  guess 
Thy  meaning  or  thy  mission  here, 

Grey  lump  of  mottled  clamminess, 
With  that  preposterous  leer ! 

But  when  I  meet  thy  dull  bulk  where 
Luxurious  roses  bend  and  burn, 

Or  some  slim  lily  lifts  to  air 
Its  frail  and  fragrant  urn, 
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Of  these,  among  the  garden  ways, 
So  grim  a  watcher  thou  dost  seem 

That  I,  with  meditative  gaze, 
Look  down  on  thee  and  dream 

Of  thick  lipped  slaves,  with  ebon  skin, 
That  squat  in  hideous,  dumb  repose, 

And  guard  the  drowsy  ladies  in 
Their  still  seraglios ! 

EDGAR  FAWCETT. 


A    WORD   FOR   THE  PLAINS. 

THE  mountain  peaks  have  singers  every  day. 

This  is  God's  Hill,  whereon  he  loves,  said  one, 

To  dwell  forever.     But  the  plain  hath  none, 
Where  open  country  stretches  far  away 
And  the  blue  heaven  environs  every  way 

The  strange  round  world,  until  the  fading  tone 

Of  dim  blue  distance  loses  at  God's  throne 
Her  misty  features.     Yet  the  rushes  sway 
Musical,  soughing  to  the  summer  wind 

Beside  the  silver  stream  that  moving  slow, 

Mirrors  the  thirsty  cattle  as  they  go 
Knee-deep  among  forget-me-nots.     And  kind 

Smiles  down  the  full  face  of  the  sun,  where  red 

Ripen  the  poppies  in  a  waning  bed. 

MRS.  CHRISTINA  CATHARINE  [FRASER-TYTLER]  LIDDELL. 
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AN  OLD  BUTTERFLY. 

His  gorgeous  plumes  were  a  little  worn  ; 
One  splendid  wing  was  a  trifle  torn ; 
And  the  season  waned.     "  How  can  it  be 
That  I  stand  with  my  life  unlived  ? "  said  he. 
"  Heigho  ! "  said  the  butterfly, 
"  Would  that  I  knew  the  reason  why. 

"  Surely  I  loved  the  violet  pure, 
And  day  by  day  to  her  nook  obscure 
I  lowered  my  glorious  wings  and  quaffed 
With  a  constant  mind  her  perfumed  draught. 
But  how  strangely  coarse  her  foliage  grows  ; 
Besides,  —  at  that  moment  I  saw  the  rose. 

"  I  saw  the  rose,  and  I  knew  my  fate. 
Slow  she  unfolded ;  I  would  not  wait, 
But  prayed  and  fretted  from  hour  to  hour, 
Till  opened  at  last  the  perfect  flower. 
A  perfect  flower  ?     That  cannot  be, 
Or  how  could  she  lose  her  hold  on  me  ? 

"  For  your  rose  is  burning  sweet ;  in  fine 

She  is  over-sweet  to  a  taste  like  mine  ; 

Too  rich,  too  much,  to  one  who  has  seen 

In  a  garden  beyond,  the  lily  queen. 

I  saw  the  lily,  and  all  was  o'er, 

The  rose  could  reign  in  my  heart  no  more. 

"  Creamy  white  is  the  perfect  hue. 
Cold  she  seemed ;  with  a  great  ado 
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I  won  my  welcome.     Too  late  I  see 
She  cannot  command  the  depths  in  me. 
Heigho  !  "  said  the  butterfly, 
"  What  is  it  ails  each  love  I  try  ? " 

And  the  season  waned.     No  more  he  flies ; 
On  a  sunflower's  bosom  broad  he  lies. 
And  after  all,  it  is  sad,  we  say, 
To  think  he  has  thrown  himself  away ; 
Could  it  have  been,  —  the  reason  why, 
That  any  thing  ailed  the  butterfly  ? 

MRS.  ELIZA  [SPROAT]  TURNER. 


EVENING. 
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IT  is  that  pale,  delaying  hour 
When  Nature  closes  like  a  flower, 
And  on  the  spirit  hallowed  lies 
The  silence  of  the  earth  and  skies. 

The  world  has  thoughts  she  will  not  own 
When  shades  and  dreams  with  night  have  flown ; 
Bright  overhead,  the  early  star 
Makes  golden  guesses  .what  they  are. 

ir. 

A  light  lies  here,  a  shadow  there, 
With  little  winds  at  play  between ; 


124  IN  LATE  SUMMER  NIGHTS. 

As  though  the  elves  were  delving  where 
The  sunbeams  vanished  in  the  green. 

The  softest  clouds  are  flocking  white 
Among  faint  stars  with  centres  gold ; 
Slowly  from  daisied  fields  of  night 
Heaven's  shepherd  fills  his  airy  fold. 

JOHN  VANCE  CHENEY. 

In  the  Century  Magazine. 


SUMMER  GLOAMING. 

.  .  .  Eve  lets  down  her  veil, 

The  white  fog  creeps  from  bush  to  bush  about, 

The  west  unflushes,  the  high  stars  grow  bright, 
And  in  the  scattered  farms  the  lights  come  out. 

MATTHEW  ARNOLD. 
Thyrsis. 
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BETWEEN  the  trees  a  large  moon  :  the  wind  lows 
Not  loud,  but  as  a  cow  begins  to  low, 

Wishing  for  strength  to  make  the  herdsman  hear : 

The  ripe  corn  gatkereth  dew 

WILLIAM  MORRIS. 

King  Arthur's  Tomb. 
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SONG   OF  SUMMER. 

SWEETER  seems  to  you  the  morning 

Than  the  day  ? 
Dearer  to  your  soul  the  delicate 

Blush  of  May, 
Than  a  glow  of  summer  roses 

On  the  heart  of  June  ? 
Yea,  the  dewy  star  of  morning 

Conquers  noon ! 
Ah !  but  Phosphor  only  fadeth 

Into  light ; 
Spring  will  yield  his  breath  to  summer, 

Day  will  wane  to  night ! 
Summer  with  his  face  to  winter, 

Leaves  delight ! 

Hear  the  passionate  summer  say, 
"  Love  me  a  little  while  you  may, 
Ere  I  pass  away ! " 

RODEN  BERKELEY  WRIOTHESLEY  NOEL. 


AUGUST. 

THE  waterfalls  are  low.     With  leaf  or  bough 
The  winds  converse  but  seldom ;  thy  true  voice, 
O  August,  is  the  thunder !     So  rejoice 

Rich  powerful  spirits,  and  of  these  art  thou. 

With  passion  deep  thou  dost  the  earth  endow, 
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Bringing  to  temperate  climes  an  India  near, 
Making  the  meadows  pale, — golden  the  ear 
Of  rustling  corn ;  and  capable  to  bow 
The  inmost  spirit  with  an  awful  fear, 

When,  lightning-charged,  thy  lofty  turret-clouds 

Stand  out  with  edges  white  against  the  blue 
And  breathless  heaven.     Oh,  far  from  towns  and 

crowds 

I  would  thy  bounty  and  thy  anger  view, 
Tempered  by  mountain  breezes,  cool  and  clear. 

CHAUNCEY  HARE  TOWNSHEND. 


A    COAST  SCENE  IN  AUGUST. 

THE  rnorning  mist  hugs  close  the  brackish  shore, 
And  lies  upon  the  still  sea  like  a  shroud. 
O'er  the  wide  waste  no  object  seems  endowed 

With  life  or  motion,  save  the  languid  oar 
Of  some  lone  fisher  whose  dejected  sail 
Droops  idly,  waiting  for  the  lingering  gale, 

That  still  defers  its  coining  day  by  day, 

Till  e'en  the  sea  seems  wretched  with  delay, 
Having  most  human  moods.     It  sleeps  amain ; 

But  when  once  more  along  these  iron  rocks 
The  loud,  resistless  North  shall  sound  again 

The  hoarse  storm-trumpets  of  the  equinox, 
It  shall  awake  from  out  its  weltering  sleep, 
With  giant  throes,  and  thunders  of  the  deep. 

HENRY  SYLVESTER  CORNWELL. 
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IN  SUMMERTIME. 

A  GOLDEN  glory  lies  along  the  hills, 

A  few  light  cirri  float  across  the  blue 
Of  the  far  sky.     In  leafy  coverts,  thrills 

Of  bird  songs  waken,  but  the  notes  are  few. 
The  bees  hum  lazily,  though  flowers  are  sweet, 

And  ripened  fruits  blush  with  a  tinge  of  red, 
And  drowsily  the  cattle  move  and  eat, 

With  eager,  buzzing  flies  about  each  head ; 
And  the  hot  sun  is  now  in  its  full  prime, 
For  it  is  summertime. 

Silently  through  the  meadow  flows  the  stream, 

Flashing  but  murmurless ;  not  as  in  spring, 
When  rich  in  music  it  sent  out  a  gleam 

Of  silver,  where  'mong  rocks,  its  eddying  ring 
Made  mimic  whirlpools.     Slowly  waves  the  corn, 

And  slowly  swing  the  scythes  along  the  field, 
Where  weary  workers  wait  the  dinner  horn, 

That  noontide  rest  to  tired  arms  will  yield ; 
And  low  the  locust  sings  his  droning  chime, 
In  the  ripe  summertime. 

High  overhead  the  bright  sun  holds  his  way ; 

His  lucent  rays  glow  in  the  mellow  peach, 
The  apples  catch  his  fire  at  close  of  day ; 

Pears,  berries,  flowers,  —  he  gives  rich  strength  to 

each ; 
And  though  so  hot  he  is,  his  fiery  beams 

Make  the  grapes  purple  grow  along  the  wall. 
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In  ripened  yellow  now  the  grain  field  gleams, 

And  swallows  sharply  to  each  other  call ; 
And  weirdly  sounds  the  whippoorwill's  wild  rhyme, 
These  nights  of  summertime. 

THOMAS  STEPHENS  COLLIER. 


SUMMER  NIGHT. 

IN  the  lovely  summer  night, 
Softest  music  breathes  around  me, 
Softest  memories  have  bound  me, 

In  the  lovely  summer  night. 

A  star  doth  send  his  light,  — 
A  blazing  diamond,  pearl-beset, 
The  brightest  where  the  bright  are  met, 

In  the  lovely  summer  night. 

In  the  lovely  summer  night,  — 
Walking  with  beloved  shadows 
O'er  the  starlit  heaths  and  meadows 

In  the  lovely  summer  night. 

In  the  lovely  summer  night, 
Sharp-edged  sorrow  waits  to  seize  me ; 
Death,  from  sorrow  to  release  me 

In  the  lovely  summer  night. 

MRS.  JULIA  [WARD]  HOWE. 
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WHIP  POOR  WILL. 

THE  western  sky  blazed  through  the  trees, 

And  in  the  east  the  dove-light  shone ; 
Low  fields  of  clover  to  the  breeze 

Gave  out  a  fragrant  monotone  ; 
While  sharp-voiced,  whirring  things  beyond 

Sent  a  faint  treble  through  the  air, 
And  discords  of  the  hidden  pond 

Pulsed  like  an  anthem,  deep  and  rare. 
Yet  all  the  twilight  range  seemed  still, 

The  tumult  was  so  subtle-sweet ; 

When  forth  it  burst,  —  clear,  slow,  complete, 
The  evening  call  of 

"  Whip-poor-will !  " 

The  yarrow,  crowding  by  the  hedge, 

Stirred  not  its  specked,  uncertain  white ; 
The  locust  on  the  upland's  edge 

Stood  tranced  against  the  blaze  of  light ; 
For  now  the  throbbing  air  was  mute, 

Since  the  wild  note  had  pierced  it  through, — 
That  call  so  clear,  so  resolute, 

So  tender,  dominant  and  true. 
When  suddenly,  across  the  hill,  — 

Long,  low  and  sweet  with  dreamy  fall, 

Yet  true  and  mellow,  call  for  call, 
Elate,  and  with  a  human  thrill,  — 
Came  the  far  answer : 

"Whip-poor-will!" 
MRS.  MARY  [MAPES]  DODGE. 


130  AT  PEACE. 

THERE  IS   W 'A  R  IN  THE  SKIES. 

THERE  is  war  in  the  skies  ! 
Lo !  the  black-winged  legions  of  tempest  arise 
O'er  those  sharp  splintered  rocks  that  are  gleaming 

below 

In  the  soft  light,  so  fair  and  so  fatal,  as  though 
Some  seraph  burned  through  them,  the  thunderbolt 

searching 
Which  the  black  cloud  unbosomed  just  now.     Lo ! 

the  lurching 

And  shivering  pine  trees,  like  phantoms,  that  seem 
To  waver  above,  in  the  dark ;  and  yon  stream, 
How  it  hurries  and  roars,  on  its  way  to  the  white 
And  paralyzed  lake  there,  appalled  at  the  sight 
Of  the  things  seen  in  heaven ! 

EDWARD  ROBERT  LYTTON  BULWER-LYTTON. 

Ludle. 


AT  PEACE. 

A  STILL,  clear  day,  a  tranquil  August  noon ; 
Deep  peace,  full  calm,  on  all  the  drowsy  air ; 
Soft,  brooding  warmth  on  the  shorn  grainfields, 

where 

Lies  a  rich  harvest,  Heaven's  most  precious  boon. 
We  grieve  not  that  our  wheat  was  reaped  so  soon, 
Though   its   broad  emerald  waves  were  passing 
fair. 
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These  golden  sheaves  a  fuller  meaning  bear, 
And  August  brings  a  riper  bliss  than  June. 

ELAINE  GOODALE. 


DELA  Y. 

REAPERS,  O  cease  your  toil ! 
The  golden  grain  is  gathered  all  too  soon  ; 
Fair  stalks  that  last  night  bowed  beneath  the  moon, 

To-day  leave  stubble  soil. 

Ye  fields  yet  green, 

Delay  your  ripening  till  the  summer  fades ; 
By  brooklets'  edges,  and  in  forest  glades 
The  brier-rose  still  is  seen. 
MRS.  JESSIE  CUNNINGHAM  [MYLNE]  HOWDEN. 

Harvest. 


A   SEASIDE  POPPY. 

A  POPPY  grows  upon  the  shore, 

Bursts  her  twin  cup  in  summer  late  : 

Her  leaves  are  glaucous  green  and  hoar, 
Her  petals  yellow,  delicate. 

Oft  to  her  cousins  turns  her  thought, 
In  wonder  if  they  care  that  she 

Is  fed  with  spray  for  dew,  and  caught 
By  every  gale  that  sweeps  the  sea. 
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She  has  no  lovers  like  the  red, 
That  dances  with  the  noble  corn  : 

Her  blossoms  on  the  waves  are  shed, 
Where  she  stands  shivering  and  forlorn. 

ROBERT  BRIDGES. 


SUMMER  HAS  DONE  HER  WORK. 

"  SUMMER  has  done  her  work,"  the  painter  cries, 
And  saunters  down  his  garden  by  the  shore. 

"  The  fig  is  cracked  and  dry ;  upon  it  lies, 
In  crystals  the  sweet  oozing  of  its  core. 

The  peach  melts  in  its  pink  and  yellow  beam ; 
Grapes  cluster  to  the  earth  in  diadems 
Of  dripping  purple ;  from  their  slender  stems, 

Mid  paler  leaves,  the  dark-green  citrons  gleam. 

"  Summer  has  done  her  work  ;  she,  lingering  sees 
Her  shady  places  glare,  yet  cooler  grow 

The  breezes  as  they  stir  the  sunny  trees 

Whose  shaking  twigs  their  ruby  berries  sow. 

Rife  is  the  fairy-grass,  we  breathe  its  seeds. 
But,  hanging  o'er  the  rocks  that  belt  the  shore, 
Safe  from  the  sea,  above  its  bustling  roar, 

Here  ripen,  still,  the  blossom-swinging  weeds. 

"  Pale  cressets  on  the  summer  waters  shine, 
No  ripple  there  but  flings  its  jet  of  fire. 
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Rich  amber  wrack  still  bronzing  in  the  brine 

Is  tossed  ashore  in  daylight  to  expire. 
A  wallowing  wave  the  rocky  shoal  enwreathes ; 
From  the  loose  spray  cascades  of  bubbles  fall 
Down  steeps  whose  watery,  coral-mantled  wall 
Drinks  of  the  billow,  and  the  sunshine  breathes." 

THOMAS  GORDON  HAKE. 
The  Painter. 


A   SUMMER  DREAM. 

THERE  was  a  man  who  through  long  winter  days 
Walked,  sadly  without  hope,  until  the  spring 
Came  back  to  make  the  whole  world  shine  and 

sing; 

And  then  he  found  one  day  a  gracious  place 
Girt  round  with  trees ;  while  over  waving  ways 
Of  deep  green  grass  the  gusty  winds  did  bring 
Soft,  subtle  scents  of  sweet  flowers  blossoming, 
With  sound  of  wild  birds  singing  face  to  face. 
There   he   lay  down,  and  dreamed  a  dream  most 

fair, 

And,  as  he  slept,  through  all  his  dream  he  felt 
The  golden  beauty  of  the  summer  melt. 
How  long  he  slept  he  knew  not,  till  one  day 
He  woke,  and,  when  his  long  sleep  ebbed  away, 
Rose  up  and  shivered  in  grey  winter  air. 

PHILIP  BOURKE  MARSTON. 
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HAMPTON  BEACH. 

DOWN  the  white  road,  slow-winding  to  the  sea, 
Through  sunny  inland  farms  where  sleeping  lie 
Shadow-swept  fields  of  corn  and  golden  rye, 
Or  where  the  summer  wind  mysteriously 
Chants  to  the  pines  its  seaborn  melody ; 

Or  where,  from  plains  of  stubble,  brown  and  dry, 
The  lofty  elms  stand  clear  against  the  sky, 
I  loiter  on,  with  careless  step  and  free. 
I  hear  the  distant  ocean  breathing  low, 

Like  some  vast  Titan  wrapped  in  easy  sleep ; 
Fanned  by  the  strong  wings  of  the  freshening 

breeze, 

I  feel  new  life  through  all  my  being  flow, 
The  unworn  healing  of  the  mighty  deep, 
The  solemn  benediction  of  the  seas. 

AUGUSTUS  MENDON  LORD. 


EPHEMERA. 

MIDGES  and  moths, — ay,  all  you  restless  things, 
That  dance  and  tourney  in  the  fields  of  air : 
You  Psyche's  postman,  trim  and  debonair, 

With  eye -like  freckles  on  your  bronzed  wings ; 

You,  candle-elves,  whose  strange  emblazonings 
With  sign  of  death  our  ancient  gossips  scare, 
Or  who,  when  sleeps  the  humming-bird,  repair 

With  stealthy  beaks  to  drain  the  honey  springs, 
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Your  secret's  out !     I  know  you  for  the  souls 
Of  all  light  loves  that  ever  caused  heartache, 

Still  dancing  suit  as  some  new  beauty  toles ! 
Nor  can  you  e'er  your  flitting  ways  forsake, 

Till  the  just  winds  strip  off  your  painted  stole  , 
And  sere  leaves  follow  in  your  downward  wake. 

EDITH  MATILDA  THOMAS. 


NEAR  SUMMER'S  END. 

Now  came  fulfillment  of  the  year's  desire, 

The  tall  wheat,  colored  by  the  August  fire 

Grew  heavy-headed,  dreading  its  decay, 

And  blacker  grew  the  elm  trees  day  by  day. 

About  the  edges  of  the  yellow  corn, 

And  o'er  the  gardens  grown  somewhat  outworn 

The  bees  went  hurrying  to  fill  up  their  store ; 

The  apple  boughs  bent  over  more  and  more ; 

With  peach  and  apricot  the  garden  wall 

Was  odorous,  and  the  pears  began  to  fall 

From  off  the  high  tree  with  each  freshening  breeze. 

WILLIAM  MORRIS. 
The  Earthly  Paradise. 


THE  LAST  SWEEP  OF  THE  SCYTHE. 

THE  year  had  rushed  along  through  May  and  June, 
And  my  own  natal  month,  her  goal  to  win ; 
And  now  the  fruitful  sheaves  were  coming  in ; 

The  glow  of  August  made  the  barren  moon 


136  A  SUMMER  FANCY. 

As  mellow  as  the  corn  lands.  One  bright  field, 
Which  to  the  southward  sloped,  enhancing  all 
The  beauty  of  the  view,  was  last  to  fall 

Before  the  sweeping  scythe.     Its  doom  was  sealed ; 

I  grieve  to  think  how  fleet  and  fugitive 

Are  all  our  joys,  how  near  to  change  or  harm : 

And  how  that  azure  distance  would  outlive 

* 

Its  golden  foreground,  losing  half  its  charm ! 
But  I  remembered,  ere  I  looked  again, 
That  fallen  corn  is  bread,  and  many  a  loss  true  gain. 
CHARLES  TENNYSON-TURNER. 


A   SUMMER  FANCY. 

REGRET  seems  touching  Nature  to  the  quick, 

That  now,  no  longer  do  her  roses  glow ; 

Their  slender  flame  is  burning  faint  and  low 
Over  their  ashes,  —  rose-leaves  fallen  thick. 

Out  of  the  sky  has  all  its  color  fled, 

Quick  lights  are  flashing,  and  big  drops  are  shed. 
Does  Nature  now,  the  rich  fulfilment  past, 
Bewail  the  passion  that  has  spent  its  last  ? 

Does  she  remember  white  that  blossomed  first, 
Before  the  blood  poured  through  the  veins  of  June, 
Reddening  her  cheek  with  brilliance  of  its  noon ; 

Ere  the  pale  May  to  mantling  ardors  burst  ? 
This  tempest  with  its  torrent  and  its  fire, 
Is  Realization  mourning  for  Desire. 

CHARLOTTE  FISKE  BATES. 
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IN  LATE  AUGUST. 

AUGUST  had  not  gone  by,  though  now  was  stored 
In  the  sweet-smelling  granaries  all  the  hoard 
Of  golden  corn ;  the  land  had  made  her  gain, 
And  winter  should  howl  round  her  doors  in  vain. 
But  o'er  the  same  fields  grey  now  and  forlorn 
The  old  men  sat  and  heard  the  swineherd's  horn, 
Far-off  across  the  stubble,  when  the  day 
At  end  of  harvest-tide  was  sad  and  grey ; 
And  rain  was  in  the  wind's  voice  as  it  swept 
Along  the  hedges  where  the  lone  quail  crept, 
Beneath  the  chattering  of  the  restless  pie. 
The  fruit-hung  branches  moved,  and  suddenly 
The  trembling  apples  smote  the  dewless  grass, 
And  all  the  year  to  autumntide  did  pass. 

WILLIAM  MORRIS. 
The  Earthly  Paradise. 
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